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Mistake concerning the charms of solitude corrected — Colonnades 
commended — Alcove, and the view from it — The wilderness— 'I'he 
crove— The thre.sher — The necessity and the benefits of exeuuse - 
'Uio works of nature superior to, and in some inslnnccs inimdoOie 
by, art — 'Hie wearisomeness of what is commonly called t !ile oJ 
pleasure — l^hange of scene sometimas expedient — A comn on de- 
scribed, and the character of crazy Kate introduced — Gipsies-— TiiO 
bles-sings of civilized life — That stiitc mo^t favourable to virtue — 
The South Sea i.slanders comp;ission.‘ite<l, but chiefly Omaj--HiBi 

{ >rc.sent stiito of mind supposed — Civilized life friendly to ’'Utue, 
nitnot great cities — (iresit cities, and London in particular, allowed 
thsMr duo praias', but censured — Fete ebarapetre — The hook e,on- 
eludes with a reflection on the eflectsof dis.sipation and effomiuiu’V 
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I sixc: tlie Sofii. I who lately sang 
Truth, Hope, and Charity, and touch’d witli awj 
The solemn chords, and with a trembling hand, 
ICscaped with pain from that adventurous flight. 

Now seek repose upon an humbler theme ; 

Tlie theme though humble, yet august and proud 
The occasion — for the Fair commands the song. 

* 'I’he history of the following production is briefly this : A lady, 
[Lady Austen,] fond of blank verse, demanded a poem ot that kmu 
from the Author, and gave him tlie Sofa for a suliject. He oneyeci ; 
and, having much leisure, connected another suliject with it ; and, 
pui*suing the train of thought to w Inch his situation and turn of 
mind led him, brought torth ot l«ijgth, instead of the trifle w hich 
he at first intended, a serious aflTair — a Volume. 
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Time was, AvLen clothin." sumptuous or for use. 
Save their own painted skins, our sires had none. 

As yet black breeches were not ; satin smooth, 

Or velvet soft, or plush Avith shap:gy pile : 

The hardy chief upon the rugged rock, 

Wash’d by the sea, or on the graA'ellj' bank 
Thrown up by Avinlry torrents roaring loud, 

Fearless of Avrong, reposed his Aveary strength. 

Those barbarous ages past, succeeded uext 
The birthday of iiiA'cntion ; v»eak atiisst. 

Dull in design, and clinnsy to })erforin. 

.loint-stools Avere then created; on tiiree legs 
Upborne they stood. 'J liree legs upholding firm 
A massy slab, in fashion square or round. 

()a such a stool immortal Alfred sat, 

And sway’d the sceptre of his infant realms : 

And such in ancient halls and mansions drear 
May still be seen ; but perforated sore*, 

And drill’d in lades, the solid oak is found, 

By Avorms voracious eating through and through. 

At length a generation more relined 
Improved the simple jdan ; made thn'o legs four. 
Gave them a twisted f()rm vcrnncnlar, 

And o’er the seat, with plenteous Avadding stuTd, 
Induced a splendid cover, green and bine, 

YelloAv and red, of tapestry richly Avrought 
And Avoven close, or needlcAvork suhlime. 

There might ye see tlie piony spread Avide, 

The full-blown rose, the shepherd and his lass, 
Lap-dog and Iand)kin Avith black staring eyes. 

And parrots Avith tAvin cherries in their beak. 

Now came the cane from India, smooth and bright 
With Nature’s varnish, sever’d into stripes 
’rhat interlaced each otlu'r, these supplied 
Of texture firm a latticc-A\ ork, that braced 
The ncAV machine, and it became a chair. 

Hut restless was the chair; the hack erect 
Distress’d the vreary loins, that felt no ease; 

The slippery seat betray’d the sliding part 
That press’d it, and the feet bung dangling down. 
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Anxious in vain to find tlio distant floor. 

These for the rich ; the rest, whom Fate liad placed 
In modest mediocrity, content 
With base mntorial, sat on wcll-tanifd hides, 
Obdurate and unyielding, glassy smootli, 

With here and there a tuft of crimson yarn, 

Or scarlet crewel, in the cushion fix’d, 

If cushion niiglit be called, Avhat harder seem’d 
Tlian the firm oak of which the frame was formVi. 
No want of timber then was felt or fear’d 
In Albion’s linppy isle. Tlie lumber stood 
Ponderous and fix’d by its own massy wx-ight. 

Put elbows still uere wanting; these, some say. 

An alderrn'au of Cripplegate contrived; 

And some ascribe the invention to a pi iest, 

Purly and liig, and studious of his case. 

Put, rude at first, and not ^\ith easy slope 
Jieceding wide, they press’d against the ribs, 

And bruised the side ; and, elevated high, 

Taught the raised shoulders to invade tlie ears* 
Long time elapsed or e’er our rugged sires 
Complain’d, though incommodiously pent in, 

And ill at ease behind. The ladies first 
'Gan murmur, as became the softer sex. 

Ingenious Fancy, nev'u* better pleased 
Than vdicn employ’d to accoimnodate the fair 
Heard the sweet moan witli pity, and devised 
The soft settee; one dhow at each end. 

And ill the midst an <dl)Ow it received, 

United yet. divided, twain at once. 

So sit two kings of Prentford on one throne; 

And so two citizen.-^, wlio take the air, 

Close pack’d, and smiling, in a cliaise and one. 

Put relaxation of tlie languid frame, 

Py soft recumbency of ontj.treteh’d limbs. 

Was bliss reserved for liajipicj’ days. So slow 
The grow th of wliat is excvdleiit ; so hard 
To s^ttaiii perfection in tliis nether woild. 

Thus first Necessity invented stools, 

Convenience next suggested elho^v chairs. 

And luxury' the accomplish’d S,orA last. 
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The nurse sleeps sweetly, hired to watch the sick. 
Whom snoring she disturbs. As sweetly he 
Who quits the coach-box at the midnight hour, 

To sleep within the carriage more secure, 

His legs depending at the open door. 

Sweet sleep enjoys the curate in his desk, 

The tedious rector drawling o’er his head ; 

And sAveet the clerk below. Hut neither sleep 
Of lazy nurse, who snores the sick man dead, 

Nor his who quits the box at midnight hour, 

To slumber in the carriage more secure. 

Nor sleep enjoy’d by curate in his desk, 

Nor yet the dozings of the clerk, are sweet. 
Compared with the repose the Sofa yields. 

Oh may I live exempted (while I live 
Guiltless of pamper’d appetite obscene) 

From pangs arthritic, that infest the toe 
Of libertine Excess ! The Sofa suits 
The gouty limb, His true ; but gouty limb. 

Though on a Sofa, may I never feel : 

For I have loved the rural walk through lanes 
Of grassy swarth, cloSe cropp’d by nibbling sheep^ 
And skirted thiede with intertexture firm 
Of thorny bonglis ^ have loved the rural walk 
O'er hills, through valleys, and by rivers' brink, 
E’er since a truant boy I pass’d my bounds 
To enjoy a ramble on the banks of Thames ; 

And still remember, nor Avithout regret 
Of hours that sorroAV since lias much endear’d, 

How oft, my slice of pocket store consumed, 

Still hungering, penniless, and far from home, 

1 fed on scarlet hips and stony haws, 

Or blushing crabs, or berries, that emboss 
The bramble, black as jet, or sloes austere. 

Hard fare ! hut such as boyish appetite 
Disdains not ; nor tlic palate, undepraved 
By culinary arts, unsavouvy d(?cnis. 

No Sofa then aAiTvited my I’ctui'ii ; 

Nor Sofa then 1 needed.* Youth repairs 
His wasted spirits ijuickly, by long toil 
Incurring short fatigue ; and though our years. 
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4ls life declines, speed rapidly away, 

And not a year but pilfers as he goes 

Some youthful grace, that age would gladly keep; 

A tooth or auburn lock, and by degrees 

Their length and colour from the locks they spare ; 

The clastic springs of an unwearied foot, 

'l"hat mounts the stile with ease, or leaps the fence. 
That play of lungs, inhaling and again 
Respiring freely the fresh air, that makes 
Swift pace or steep ascent no toil to me, 

Mine have not pilfer’d yet ; nor yet impair’d 
My relish of fair prospect ; scenes that soothed 
Or charm’d me young, no longer young, I find 
Still soothing, and of power to charm me still. 

And witness, dear companion of my walks. 

Whose arm this twentieth winter 1 perceive 
Fast lock’d in mine, with pleasure such as love. 
Confirm’d by long experience of thy worth. 

And well tried virtues, could alone inspire — 
Witness a joy that tiiou hast doubled long. 

Thou know’st my praise of nature most sincere 
And that my raptures are not conjured up 
To serve occasions of poetic iM>mp, 

Hut genuine, and art partner of them all. 

How oft upon you eminence our pace 
Has slacken’d to a pause, and wc have borne 
The ruffling wind, scarce conscious that it blew, 
While admiration, feeding at the eye. 

And still unsated, dwelt upon the scene. 

Thence with what pleasure have we just discern’d 
The distant plough slow moving and beside 
Uis labouring team, that swerv’d not from the track. 
The sturdy swain diminished to a boy 1 
Kere Ouse, slow winding through a level plain 
Of spacious meads, with cattle sprinkled o’er, 
Conducts the eye along his sinuous course 
Delighted. There, fast rooted in their bank. 

Stand, never overlook’d, our favourite elms. 

That screen the herdsman’s solitary hut ; 

While far beyond, and overthwart the stream, 

A 3 
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That, as with molten glass, inlays the vale, 

The sloping land recedes into the clouds ; 
•Displaying on its varied side the grace 
Of hedge-row beauties numberless, square tower, 
Tall spire, from which the sound of cheerful bells 
Just uuthUates upon the listening car. 

Groves, heaths, and smoking villages, remote. 
Scenes must be beautiful which, daily view’d, 
Please daily, and whose novelty siu*\ ives 
J^ong knoAvledgc and scrutiny of years — 

Praise justly due to those that I describe. 

Nor rural sights alone, but rural sounds, 
Exhilarate the spirit, and restore 
The tone of languid Nature. Mighty winds, 
That sweep the skirt of some fur-spreading wood 
Of ancient growth, make music not unlike 
The dash of Ocean, on his winding shore, 

And lull the spirit while they fdl the mind ; 
Unnnmber’d branches waving in the blast, 

And all their leaves hist fluttcring'all at once. 
Nor less composure waits upon the roar 
Of distant Hoods, or on tlie softer voice 
Of iieiglibouriiig fountain, or of rills that slip 
Through the cleft rock, and, chiming as they fall 
Upon loose pebbles, lose themselves at length 
In matted grass, that with a livelier green 
lletrays the secret of their silent course. 

Nature inanimate employs sweet sounds, 

Put animated nature sweeter still, 

To soothe and satisfy the human ear. 

Ten thousand warblers cheer the day. and one 
The livelong night: nor thc^e alone, whose nbtC5 
Nice-lingcr'd Art must emulate in vain, 

But cawing ropks, and kites that swim sublime 
In still repeated circles, screaming loud, 

The jay, the pie, and e’en the boiling owl, 

That hails the rising moon, have charms for me. 
Sounds inharmonious in themselves and harsli. 
Yet heard in scenes where peace for ever reigns, 
And only there, please higldy for their sake. 
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Peace to tlie artist, •whose ingenious thought 
Devised the -weather-house, that useful toy ! 
Fearless of humid air and gathering rains, 

Forth steps the man— an emblem of myself! 

More delicate his timota;)ns mate retires. 

When Winter soaks the fields, and female feet, 
Too weak to struggle with tenacious clay. 

Or ford the rivulets, are best at home, 

The task of new discoveries falls on me. 

At such a season, and with such a charge. 

Once went 1 forth ; and found, till then unknown, 
A cottage, whither oft we since repair : 

’Tis perch’d upon the green hill-top, but close 
Knviron’d with a ring of branching elms, 

That overhang the thatch, itself unseen 
Peeps at the vale below ; so thick beset 
With foliage of such dark redundant growth, 

I call’d the low-roof’d lodge the peasants nest. 
And, hidden as it is, and far remote 
From such unpleasing sounds as haunt the ear 
In village or in town, the bay of curs 
Incessant, clinking hammers, grinding wheels. 
And infants clamorous, whether pleased or pain’d^ 
Oft have I wish’d the peaceful covert mine. 

Here, I have said, at least I should possess 
The poet’s treasure, silence, and indulge 
The dreams of fancy, tranquil and secure. 

Vain thought! the dweller in that still retreat 
Dearly obtains the refuge it affords. 

Its elevated site forbids the wretch 
To drink sweet waters of the crystal well ; 

He dips his bowl into the weedy ditch, 

And, heavy laden, brings his beverage home. 

Far fetch’d and little worth ; nor seldom waif.t, 
Dependent on the baker’s punctual call. 

To hear his creaking panniers at the door, 

Angry and sad, and his last crust consumed. 

So farewell envy of the peasant’s nest ! 

If solitude make scant the> means of life. 

Society for me ! — thou seeming sweety 
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Ho still a pleasing object in my view ; 

My visit still, but never mine abode. 

Not distant far, a length of colonnade 
Invites ns. Monument of ancient taste, 

Now scorn’d, but worthy of a better fate. 

Our fatliers knew the value of a screen 
From sultry suns ; and, in their sliaded walks 
And long protracted bowers, enjoy’d at noon 
The gloom and coolness of declining day. 

We boar oiir shades about iis; self-deprived 
Of other screen, the thin umbrella spread, 

And range an Indian wiiste without a tree. 

Thanks to Benevolus'^ — he spares me yet 
These chestnuts ranged in corresponding lines . 

And, though liiniself so polish’d, still reprieves 
The obsolete prolixity of shade. 

Descending now (but cautious, lest too fust) 

A sudden steep upon a rustic bridge, 

We pass a gulf in wliieli the willows dip 
Their pendent boughs, stooping as if to drink. 
Hence, ankle-deep in moss and flowery thyme, 

We mount again and feel at every step 
Onr foot lialf-sunlc in hillocks green and soft, 

Faised by the mole, the miner of the soil. 

He, not unlike the great ones of mankind. 

Disfigures earth : and, plotting in the dark, 

Toils much to earn a monumental pile, 

That may record the mischiefs he has done. 

The summit gain’d, behold the proud alcove 
That crowns it I yet not all its pride secures 
The grand retreat from injuries impress’d 
By rural carvers, who with knives deface 
The panels, leaving an obscure, rude name, 

Tn characters uucemth, and spelt amiss. 

So strong the zeal to immortalize himself 
Beats in the breast of man, that e’en a few. 

Few transient years, won from the abyss abhorr’d 
Of blank oblivion, seem a glorious prize. 

And even to a clown. Now .roves the eye ; 

♦ John Courtney Throckmorton, Esq., of Weston Underwood, 



And, posted on this speculative height, 

Exults in its command. Tlie sheepfold here 
Pours out its fleecy tenants o*cr the glebe. 

At first, progressive as a stream, they secTT’ 

The middle field ; but, scatter’d by degrees, 

Each to his choice, soon wliiten all the land. 

There from the sunburnt hayfield homeward cretps 
The loaded wain; wliile lighten’d of its charge, 
The wain tharmcets it passes swiftly by ; 

The boorish driver leaning o’er his team 
Vociferous and impatient of delay. 

Nor less attractive is the woodland scene, 
Diversified with trees of every growth. 

Alike, yet various. Here the gray smooth trunks 
Of ash, or lime, or beech, distinctly shine, 

Withiu the twilight of their distant shades; 

There, lost behind a rising ground, the wood 
Seems sunk, and shorten’d to its topmost boughs. 

No tree in all the grove but has its charms, 

Though each its hue peculiar; ])aler some. 

And of a wannish gray ; the willow such. 

And poplar, that with silver lines his leaf, 

And ash far stretching his umbrageous arm ; 

Of deeper green the elui; and deeper still, 
liord of the woods, the long-surviving oak. 

Some glossy-leaved, and sinning in the sun. 

The maple, and the beech of oily nuts 
Prolific, and the lime at dewy eve, 

Difliisiug odours : nor unnoted puss 
The sycamore, capricious in attire. 

Now green, now tawny, and, ere autumn yet 
^ Have changed the >voods, in scarlet honours briglit.. 
* O’er these, but far beyond (a spacious map 
Of hill and valley interposed between), 

The Ouse, dividing the well-water’d land, 

Now glitters in the sun, and now retire:^, 

As bashful, yet impatient to be seen. 

Hence the declivity is sharj) and snnrt. 

And such the re-ascent; between them weeps 
A little naiad her impoverish’d urn 
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All summer long, whicli winter fills again. 

The folded gates would bar my progress now 
J3ut that the lord* of this enclosed demesne, 
Communicative of the good he owns, 

Admits me to a share: the guiltless eye 
Commits no wrong, nor wastes what it enjoys. 
Hefreshing change 1 where now the blazing sun ? 

By short transition we have lost his glare, 

And stepp’d at once into a cooler clime. 

Ye fallen avenues ! once more I mourn 
Your fate unmerited, once more rejoice 
That yet a remnant of your race survives. 

How airy and how light the graceful arch, 

Yet awful as the consecrated roof 
Re-echoing pious anthems ! while beneath 
The chequer’d earth seems restless as a flood 
Brush’d by the wind. So sportive is the light 
Shot through the boughs, it dances as they dance, 
Shadow and sunshine intermingling quick, 

And darkening and enlightening, as the leaves* 

Play wanton, every moment, every spot, [cheer’d. 
And now, with nerves new braced and spirits 
We trqad the wilderness, whose wcll-roll’d walks, 
With curvature of slow and easy sweep — 

Deception innocent — give ample space 
To narrow bounds. The grove receives us next ; 
Between the upright shafts of whose tall elnis 
We may discei’ii the thresher at his task. 

Thump after thurnp resounds the constant flail, 

That seems to swing uncertain, and yet falls 
Full on the destined ear. Wide flies the chaff ; 

The rustling straw sends up a frequent mist 
Of atoms, sparkling in the noonday beam. 

Come hither, ye that press your be^ls of down. 

And sleep not; see him sweating o’er his bread 
Before he cats it. — ’Tis the primal curse, 

But softened iutq mercy ; made the pledge 
Of cheerful days, and nights without a groan. , 

By ceaseless action all that is subsists. 

♦ Soo the foregoing note. 
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Constant rotation of the unwearied wheel 
That Nature rides upon maintains her health, 

Her beauty, her fertility. She dreads 
An instant’s pause, and lives but while she moves. 
Its own revolvency upholds the world. 

Winds from all quarters agitate the air, 

And lit the limpid element for use, 

Else noxious : tjccans, rivers, lakes, and stream's, 

All feel the freshening impulse, and arc cleansed 
Hy restless undulation: e’eii the oak 
I’lirives by the rude coiigjission of the storm; 

He seems indeed'^ndignant, aud to feel 

The impression of the blast with proud disdain, 

Frowning, as if in his unconscious arm 

lie held the thunder : but the monarch owefe 

His firm sti^ility to what he scorns — 

hlore fix’d Rdow, the aaiire disturb’d above. 

The law, by which all creatures else are bound, 
Hinds man, the lord of all. Himself derives 
No mean advantag.' from a kindred cause, 

From strenuous toil his hours of sweetest ease. 

The sedentary stretch their la^y length 
When custom bids, but no refreshment find, 

For none they need ; the lan^md eye, the cheek 
Deserted of its bloom, the flaccid, shrunk, 

And witlier'd muscle, and the vapid soul, 

Keproacli their owner with tlmt love of rest 
To which he forfeits e'en the rest he loves. 

Not such the aleyt and active . ) Measure life 
Hy its true worth, the comforts it affords, 

And theirs alone seems w'orthy of the name. 

Good liealth, and, its associate in the most. 

Good temper : spirits prompt to undertake, 

And not soon sjient, though in an arduous task ; 

The powers of fancy and strong thought are theirs j 
E’en age itself seems privileged iii lhcin, 

"Wstli clear exemption from its own defects. 

A sparkling ©ye beneath a wrinkled front 
The veteran shows, aud, gracing a gray beard 
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With youthful smiles, descends toward the grave 
Sprightly, and old almost without decay. 

Like a coy maiden, Ease, when courted most, 
Farthest retires — an idol, at whose shrine 
Who oftenest sacrifice are favoured least. 

The love of Nature and the scenes she draws 
Is Nature’s dictate. Strange ! there should be found, 
Who, oelf-imprison’d in their proud saloons. 

Renounce the odours of the open field 
For the unscented fictions of the loom ; 

Who, satisfied with oiilj' pencil’d scenes, 

Prefer to the performance of a God 
The inferior wonders of an artist’s hand ! 

Lovely indeed the mimic works of Art ; 

But Nature’s works far lovelier. I admire. 

None more admires, the painter’s magic skill. 

Who shows me that which I shall never see, 

Conveys a distant country into mine. 

And throws Italian light on English walls : 

But imitative strokes can do no more 

Than please the eye — sweet Nature every sense. 

The air salubrious of her lofty hills, 

The cheering fragrance of her dewy vales. 

And music of her woods — no works of man 
May rival these ; these all bespeak a power 
Peculiar, and exclusively her own. 

Beneath the open sky sltfe spreads the feast ; 

*Tis free to all — 'tis every day renew’d ; 

Who scorns it starves deservedly at home. . 

He does not scorn it, who, imprison’d long 
In some unwholesome dungeon, and a prey 
To sallow sickness, which the vapours, dank 
And clammy, of his dark abode have bred, 

Escapes at last to liberty and light : ' , 

His cheek recovers soon its healthful hue j 
His eye relumines its extinguished fires ; 

He walks, he leaps, he runs— is wing’d with joy 
■ And riots in the sweets of every breeze. 

He does not scorn it, whO’ has long endured 
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A. fever’s agouies, and fed on drugs. 

Nor yet the mariner, his blood inflamed 
With acrid salts ; his very heart athirst 
To gaze at Natui*e in her green array, 

Upon the ship’s tall side he stands, possess’d 
With visions prompted by intense desire : 

Fair fields appear belovr, such as he left 
Far distant, such as he would die to find — 
lie seeks them headlong, and is seen no more. 

The spleen is seldom felt where Flora reigns'; 

The lowering eye, the petulance, the frown, 

And sullen sadness, that o’ershade, distort, 

And mar the face of beauty, when no cause 
For such immeasurable woe appears. 

These Flora banishes, and gives the fair 
Sweet smiles, and bloom less transient than her own. 
It is the constant revolution, stale 
And tasteless, of the same repeated joys, 

That palls and satiates, and makes lanmiid life 
A pedlar’s pack, that bows the bearer down. 

Health suffers, and the spirits ebb ; the lu‘aj*t 
llecoils from its own choice — at the full feast 
Is famish’d — finds no music in the song. 

No smartness in the jest ; and wonders why. 

Yet thousands still desire to journey on. 

Though halt, and weary of the path they tread. 

The paralytic, who can hold her cards, 

But cannot play them, borrows a friend’s hand 
To deal and shuffle, to divide and sort 
Her mingled suits and sequences ; and sits. 
Spectatress both and spectacle, a sad 
And silent cipher, while her proxy plays. 

Others are dragg’d into the crowded room 
Between supportei-s ; and, once seated, sit. 

Through downright inability to rise. 

Till the stout bearers lift the corpse again. 

Thei^ speak a loud memento. Yet e’en these 
Themselves love life, and cling to it, as he 
That overhangs a torrent to a twig. 

They love it, and yet loathe it; fear to die, 
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Yet scorn the purposes for which they live. 

Then wherefore not renounce them ? No — the dread, 
The slavish dread of solitude, that breeds 
Keflection and remorse, tlio fear of shame, 

And their inveterate habits, all forbid. 

"Whom call we gay ? I'liat honour has been long 
The boast of mere pretenders to the name. 

The innocent are gay — the lark is gay, 

That dries his feathers, saturate witli dew, 
lienealh the rosy cloud, while yet tlie beams 
Of dayspring overshoot his humble nest. 

'rhe pejLsant too, a witness of his song, 

Himself a songster, is as gay as he. 

But save me from the gaiety of tlioce 
Whose headaches nail them to a noonday bed ; 

And save me too from theirs whose liaggard eyes 
Flash desperation, and betray their pangs 
For property stripp’d off by cruel chance ; \ 

From gaiety, that fills the bones with pain, 

The mouth with blasphemy, the heart with woe. 

The lOartii was made so various, that the mind 
Of desultory man, studious ol’ change, 

And pleased with novelty, might be indulged. 
Prospects, however lovely, may be seen 
Till half their beauties fade; the weary sight. 

Too well acquainted with their smiles, slidts off 
Fastidious, seeking less familiar scenes. 

Then snug enclosures in the sheltered vale, 

Where freqiunt hedges intercept the eye. 

Delight us ; liappy’ to renounce awhile, 

Not senseless of its charms, wh.at still wc love, 

That such short absence may endear it more.. 

Then forests, or the savage rock, may please, 

That hides the sea-mew in his hollow clefts 
Above the reach of man. His hoary head. 
Conspicuous many a league, the maT*ine‘r, 

Pound homeward, and in hope already there, 

Greets wdili tliree cheeus exulting. At waist 
A girdle of half- wither’d shrubs he sliovvs. 

And at his feet the baffled billows die. 
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The common, overgrown with fern, and rough 
With ijrickly gorse, that, shapeless and deformM, 

And dangerous to the touch, has yet its bloom 
And decks itself with ornaments of gold. 

Yields no iinpleasing ramble ; there the turf 
Smells fresh, and, rich in odoriferous herbs 
And fungous fruits of earth, regales the sense 
With' luxury of unexpected sweets. 

There often wanders one, whom better days 
Saw better clad, in cloak of satin trimm’d 
With lace, and hat with splendid riband bound, 

A serving maid was she, and fell in love 
With one who left her, went to sea, and died. 

Her fancy follow’d him through foaming wave 
To distant shores ; and she would sit and weep 
At what a sailor suffers ; fancy too, 

Delusive, most where warmest wishes are, 

Would off anticipate his glad return, 

And dream of transports she was not to know 
She lieard the doleful tidings of his death — 

And never smiled again I and now she roams 
The dreary waste ; there spends the livelong day, 

And there, unless when charity forbids, 

The livelong night. A tatter’d apron hides. 

Worn as a cloak, and liardly hides, a gown 
More tatter’d still ; and both but ill conceal 
A bosom heaved with never-ceasing sighs. 

She begs an idle pin of all she meets, 

And hoards them in her sleeve ; but needful food, 
Though press’d witli hunger oft, or comelier clothes, 
Though pinch’d with cold, asks never. — Kate is crazed ! 

I see a column of slow -rising smoke 
'O’ertop the lofty wood that skirts the wild. 

A vagabond and useless tribe there eat 
Their miserable meal. A l.etth*, slung 
Belw-een two poles nj)on a stick transverse, 
lleceives the morsel — ilesh obscene of dog, 

Or vermin, or at best of cock ])urloin’d 
From his accustomed perch. Hard-faring race 
They pick their fuel out of every hedge, 
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Which, kindled with dry leaves, just saves unquencli’u 
The spark of life. The sportive wind blows wide 
Their fluttering rags, and shows a tawny skin, 

The vellum of the pedigree they claim. 

Great skill have they in palmistry, and more 
To conjure clean away the gold they touch. 

Conveying worthless dross into its place ; 

Loud when they beg, dumb only when they steal. 
Strange ! that a creature rational, and cast 
In human mould, should brutalize by choice 
Ilis nature ; and, though capable of arts, 

By which the world might profit, and himscU^ 
Self-banish*d from society, prefer 
Such squalid sloth to honourable toil ! 

Yet even these, though, feigning sickness oft. 

They swathe the forehead, drag tlie limping limb. 

And vex their flesh with artificial sores. 

Can change their. whine into a mirthful note 
When safe occasion ofters ; and with dance. 

And music of the bladder and the bag. 

Beguile their woes, and make the woods resound. 
Such health and gaiety of heart enjoy 
The houseless rovers of the sylvan w^orld ; 

And, breathing wholesome air, and wandering much, 
Need other physic none to heal the effects 
Of loathsome diet, penury, and cold. 

. Blest he, though uudistinguish’d from the crowd 
By wealth or dignity, who dwells secure. 

Where man, by nature fierce, has laid aside 
His fierceness, having learnt, though slow to learn., 
The manners and the arts of civil life. 

His wants indeed are many ; hut supply 
Is obvious, placed within the easy reach 
Of temperate wishes and industrious hands. 

Here virtue thrives as in her proper soil ; 

Not rude and surly, and beset Avith thorns, 

And terrible to sight, as when she springs 
(If e’er she spring sijontaneous) in remote 
In barbarous climes, wliere violence prevails, 

'Ami strength is lord of all ; but gentle, kind. 
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By culture tamed, by liberty rcfresli’d, 

And all her fruits by radiant truth inaturc'd. 
War and the chase engross the savage whole ; 
War follow’d for revenge, or to supplant 
The envied tenants of some happier spot : 

The chase for sustenance, precarious trust ! 

Ilis hard condition with severe constraint 
Binds all his faculties, forbids all growth 
Of wisdom, proves a school, in which he learns 
Sly circumvention, unrelenting hate, 

INToan self-attachment, and scarce aught beside. 
Thus faro the sliivering natives-of the north, 
And thus the rangers of the western world, 
Where it advances far into the deep, 

Towards the antarctic. B’eii the favour'd isles, 
So lately found, although the constant sim 
Cheer all their seasons with a grateful smile, 
Can boast hut little virtue ; and, inert 
'^riirough plenty, lose in morals what they gain 
In manners — victims of luxurious ease. 


These therefore I can pity, placed remote 
From all tflat science traces, art invents. 

Or inspiration teaches ; and enclosed 
111 boundless occniis, never to be pass’d 
By navigators uniiiform’d as they, 

,Or ploughed piThaps by British bark again : 

But, far beyond the rest, and with most cause*, 

Thee, gentle savage ! * whom no love of thee 
Or thine, but curiosity, perhaps. 

Or else vain-glory, prompted us to draw* 

Forth from thy native bowers, to show thee here 
With what superior skill we can abuse 
The gifts of Providence, and S(iuandcr life. 

Thy dream is past ; and thou hast found again 
The cocoas and bananas, palms and yams, 

And homestall thatch’d with leaves. But hast thou found 


Their former charms ? And, having seen ourstat^ 

Onr palaces, our ladie.s, and 

Of equipage, our gardens, ’ ‘ 
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And heard our music ; are thy simple friends^ 
Thy simple fare, and all thy plain delights 
As dear to thee as once ? And have thy joys 
Lost nothing by comparison willi ours ? 
llude as thou art, (for we return'd thee rude 
And ignorant, except of outward show,) 

I cannot think thee yet so dull of heart 
And spiritless, as never to regret 
Sweets tasted hero, and left as soon as known. 
Methinks I s(iC thee straying on the beach, 

And asking of the surge that bathes thy foot. 

If ever it has wash’d mir distant shore. 

I see thee weep, and thine are honest tears, 

A pajb'iot’s for his eountry ; thou art sad 
At iholight of her forlorn and abject state, 

From which no powder of thine can raise Asr up. 
Thus Fancy paints thee, and, though apt to err, 
-Perhaps errs little w'hen she paints thee thus. 

She tells me, too, that duly every morn 
Thou elimb’st the mountain top, with eager eye 
Exploring far and wdde the watery waste ^ 

For sight of ship from England. Ev(‘ry .speck 
Seen in the dim hori/ou turns thee pale 
With con^ct of contending hopes and fears. 

But comes at last the dull and dusky eve, 

And sends thee to thy cabin, w ell pi epared 
To dream all night of wdiut the day denied. 

Alas ! expect it not. We found no bait 
To tempt us in thy country. Doing good, 
Disinterested good, is not our trade. 

We travel far, ’tis true, but not for nought ; 

And must be bribed to compass earth again 
}5y other hopes and richer fruits than yours* — 
But though true worth aud virtue in the mild 
And genial soil of cultivated life 
Thrive most, and ma^^ perhaps thrive only thore> 
Yet not in cities oft ; in proud, aud gay, 

And gain-devoted cities. Thither fhnv, 

As to a common aud most noisome sew er. 

The dregs and feculence of every land. 
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In cities foul example on most minds 
Ik’gcts its likoruss. l*ank abundance breed.*?, 

In gross and pamper’d cities, slolb, and lust, 

And wantonness, and gluttonous excess. 

In cities vice is hidden with most eas(‘, 

Or seen with least reproach ; and virtue, taught 
By frequent lapse, can hops; no triumph there 
Beyond the achievement of snceessfiil ilight. 

I do confess thcTU nurseries of the arts, 

In w'hich they florirish most; where, in the beams 
Of warm cncouragenu'nt, and in the eye 
Of public note, they roach their perfect size. 

Such London is, by taste and wealth proclaim’d 
Tlie fairest capital of all the world, 

By riot and incontinence the worst. ^ 

There, touch’d by Reynolds, a dull blank bccomca 
A lucid mirror, in wliich Nature secs 
All her reflected features. Bacon there 
Gives more than female beauty to a stone, 

And Chatham’s eloquence to marble lips. 

Nor does tira chisel occupy alone 

The pow('t*5 of sculpture, but the stylo as mneh^ 

I^lach province of her art lier equal care. 

With nice incision of her j’uided steel • 

She ploughs a brazen fiehl, and clollu'S a 
So sterile with v hat charms soe’er she will, 

The richest seemuT and the loveliest forms. 
Where finds PliiIo:-npby Iier eagle eye, 

With which she gaz-s at yon hurniiig disk, 
Uiuhizzlod, and d.Llects and counts Ins spots ? 

In London; where her implements exact, 

With which she calculates, computes, and scans, 
All distance, motion, inannilude, and now 
Measures an atom, and now girds a world? 

In London. AVli'.’re has comin<Te<; euch a mart, 
So riel), so throng’d, so dfain’d, and f o rnpplicd, 
As London — opulent, enlarged, and still 
Increasing London ? Babylon of old 
Not more the glory oflhe-earth tlian she, 

A more accomplish’d world’s chief glory now. 
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She has her praise. >Iow mark a spot or two, 
That so miicJi beauty would do well to purge ; 

And show this queen of cities, that so fair 
May yet be foul ; so witty, yet not wise. 

It is not seemly, nor of good report, 

That she is slack in discipline ; more prompt 
To avenge than to prevent the breach of law : 

That she is rigid in denouncing death 
On petty robbers, and indulges life 
And liberty, and ofttimes honour too. 

To peculators of the public gold : 

That thieves at home must hang ; but he, that puts 
Into his overgorged and bloated purse 
The wealth of Indian provinces, escaj)es. 

Nor is it tvcll, nor can it come to good. 

That, through profane and infidel coiit(‘mpt 
Of holy writ, she has presumed to annul 
And abrogate, as roundly as she may, 

The total ordinance and will of God ; 

Advancing Fashion to the post of Truth, 

And centering all authority in modes 
And customs of her own, till sabbath rites 
Jllave dwindled into unrespected forms, 

And knees and hassocks are well nigh divorced. 

God made tlie country, and man made the town. 
What wonder then that Jicaltli and virtue, gifts 
That can alone make siveet the bitter draught 
That life holds out to all, should most alxiund 
And least be threaten’d in the fields and groves ? 
Possess yc, therefore, ye who, borne about 
In chariots and sedans, know no fatigue 
, But that of idleness, and taste no scenes 
But such as art contrives, possess ye still 
Your element ; there only can ye shine ; 

There only minds like yours can do no harm. 

Our groves were planted to console at noon 
The pensive wanderer in their shades. At eve 
The moonbeam, sliding softly in between 
The sleeping leaves, is all the light they wish, 
Bird9 warbling all the music. We can spare 



The splendour of your lamps; they but eclipse 
Our softer satellite. Your songs confound 
Our more harmonious notes ; tlie thrush departs 
Scared, and tlio offended nightingale is mute. 
There is a public mischief in your mirth 
It plagues your country. Folly such as yours, 
Graced with a sword, and wortiiier of a fan, 
Has made, w hat eiiemies could ne’er .have done, 
Our arch of empire, stedfast but for you, 

A mulilated structure, soon to fall. 
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Rfe'flcctiona suggested bj' the conclusion of the former book— 
l*eacc among tlie iia1ioris*rc*oon)mended on the ground of their 
common fellowship in sorrow— Prodigies emimerated— Siciliran 
oarthouakes — Man rendered obnoxious to tliese calamities by 
«:n — God the agent in them — The philosophy that stops at second- 
ary causes reproved — Our own late miscurringirs accounted for— 
Satirical notice taken of our trips to Fontainblcau— Rut the 
pulpit, not satire, the proper ongin<* of reformation— The -re- 
verimd advertiser of engravet! senoo.js — Petit-maltre parson — The 
good preaclier— Piflui'c of a tljealrical cleriral coxcomb — Story- 
tellers and jesters in the pulpit reproved —Apostrophe to ]>opi)lar 
aj^i'laiise — Retailers of ancient pliilosuphy expostulated with— 

m of the whole matter — Ellecls of sacerdotal misman.agemont 
on the laity — Their folly and extiavagance — The mischiefs of pro- 
lusion — Piofvision itself, with all its cuns<'{|ucnt evils, Hicribed, as 
toils principal cause, to the want of discipline in tlie universities 


On a lodge in some vast wildcrncs.-s, 

Some boundless contiguity of shade, 

Where rumolir of oppression and deceit, 

Of unsuccessful or successful 'war. 

Might never reach me more ! My ear is pain’d, 
My soul is sick, 'tvith every day’s report 
Of wrong and outrage with which earth is fill’d, 
There is no llesh in man’s olulurato lieart, 

It does not feel for man ; the natural bond 
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Of brotherhood is sever’d ns the flax 
That falls asiiiHler at the toncli of fire. 

He finds his fellow gnilty of a skin 
Not colour’d like his own ; and, having power 
To enforce the wrong, for siicdi a wortliy cause 
Dooms and aevotes him ns his lawful pri*y. 

Lands intersected hy a narrow frith 
Abhor cacli other. Mountains interposed 
Make ciieniics of nations, who ha<l else 
Like kindred drops hoeii iningled into one. 

Thus man devotes his brother, and destroys ; 

And worse than all, and mo^t to he d<‘plored, 

As Iiutnan nature’s hroadest, foulest l)lot, 

Chains him, and tasks him, and exacts liis sweat 
Witli stripes, that M-wey. witli a bleeding lieart, 
Weeps when she sees in ii<*ted on a beast. 

Them what is man ? And what man, seeing this, 
And having human feelings, does not blush, 

And hang his head, to think himself a man? 

I would not have a slave to till niy ground, 

To carry me, to fa;i me wliile I sh ep. 

And tremble when I ^^ak(‘, for all the Arealtli 
That sinews bought and sold have ever earn’d. 

No : dear as freedom is, and in my heart’s 
Just estimation prized above all price, 

I had much rather be myself the slave, 

And wear the bonds, llnm fasten llicm on him. 
We have no slaves at home: — then why abroad? 
And they themselves, once ferried o’er the wave 
That parts ns, are enianci]>:it»* and loosed. 

Slaves cannot hreatlie in. iOnglaud; if their lungs 
lleceivc our air, that moment they are free; - 
They touch our country, and their shackles full. 
That’s noble, and Ivesp.-aks a nation jn’ond 
And jealous of the ble.-sing, Sj)rea<l it, then. 

And let it circulate through every vein 

Of all your empire ; that where jlritain’s power 

Is felt, mankind may feel her mercy too. 

Sure there is need of roeial intercourse, 
I^onevolence, and peace, and mutual aid, 
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Petwecn the nations in a ^yovl(ltha^ scen’.s 
To toll the dcalli-bcll of its own clcocase, 

And hy the voice cf all its clcniCMits 

To preach the [■eneral doom.* \Vh<-n were the -wiiKls 

Let slip with ^uch a warrant to desn-oy ? 

■\Vhcn did tlie waves so bauphtily oVrleap 
Their ancient 1 nrriers, d' l’iipinp: (he dry ? 

Tires from Icneall), add nu-teorsl from ai-ove, 
roiteiitoiis, ni'exmnpled, ni explainefi, 

Jlavc kindled heaeons in the skies ; and the oi l 
And cra'^y er.i’th hrs laid her she.kinp, t;(H 
idorc frecpiLiit, and foie* one lier nrnal rest. 

Is it a lime to wranp)-'*, when the pr('j!r» 

And pillars ol’ onr ptanet secin to I’ail, 

And Natnre| widi a dim and?ie!:ly eye 
'’!"<) wait the elo. o of r!l ? hn! prant he]’ end 
J\Iore distinjt, and that ]>ron!!eey demand,*; 

A lonpjer res])ite, miaecGTnr.li.diM \et; 

Still they are frowninp; signals, and he; peak ♦ 
.Disph'inure in Ilis breast who smites tlie earth 
Or lu'als it, makes it languish or rejoice. 

And ‘tis hut fo mlv, that, v. hero r.ll d'‘serve 
And stand export d hy common pecca’.iey 

what no few have felt, tliere sliouhl'be peace, 

And l-.rethren in calamity slio’.ild love. 

Alas for Sicily ! i ;idc fragnamts now 
Lie scatter'd w ln*re the sha])ely column stood. 

Her j)alacos are dii.st. In all her streets 
The voice of singing and tlio f\'rir,htly chord 
Are silent. Level ry, ae.d dance, and sliow 
SuHer a syncojie ami solemn j>av.so ; 

AVhilc God performs upon the treiTildinp; stage. 

Of his owm Avorks his dreadful part alone. 

ITovr does tlie carih receive him ? — will] what signs 
Of gratulatioK and delight, her Lingr’ 

Lours slie not all her ck<ik',; t iVnil;; abroad, 

* Allufiinj? ta ilm in .J.";:!:.-!]..'.’!. 

d Auguht 1.“^', ITHG. 

-MIikUh^ to tlio fog Hint povc'!"-.! I.r.Mi Hnrrpf' .'m.il AsiiUlitrip^ 
tlie whole of tho summer of J i o.i. 
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Fl^is^etest flowers, her aromatic gums, 

Dl^iosing Paradise Avhere’er he treads ? 

She quakes at his approach. ^ler hollow womb, 
Conceiving thunders, through a thousand deeps 
And fiery caverns, roars beneatli his foot. 

The hills move lightly, and the mountains smoko, 
For He has touch’d tliem. From the extremett poi 
Of elevation doAvn into the al>A s5 
His wrath is busy, and bis frown is felt. 

The rocks fall headlong, and the valleys rise, 

The rivers die into oflensive pools. 

And, charged with putrid v(T(lure, breathe a gro.ss 
And mortal nuisance into all the air. 

What solid was, by tran|formaticn strange, 

Grows fluid; and the fixd and rooted earth, 
Tormented into billows, heaves and swells, 

Or with vortiginous and hideous whirl 
Sucks down its prey insatiable. Immense 
The tuiAdt and tlie overthroAv, tlie pangs 
And agonies of human and of brute ‘ 

• Multitudes, fugitive on every side, 

And fugitive in vain. Tlie sylvan scene 
Migrates uplifted ; and, Avith all its soil 
Alighting in far distant fields, finds out 
A ncAv possessor, and survives tlie change. 

Ocean has caught tlie frenzy, and, upAvrouglit 
To an enormous and o’erbearing lieight, 

Not by a mighty wind, but by that A'oice 
Which winds and waves obey, invades the shore 
Kesistless. Nev(^ such a sudden flood, 

Upridged so hig*li, and sent on such a charge. 
Possess’d an inland scene. Where now the tlirong 
^jThat jiress’d the h^ch, and, hasty to depart, 

Tiook’d to tlie sea for safety ? They are gone. 

Gone Avith the refluent wave into the deep- — 

A prince with half his people! Ancient towers, 
And roofs embattled high, the gloomy scenes 
Where beauty oft and letter’d worth consume 
Idfe in the unproducth’e shades of death, 

Fall prone ; tiie pale inliabitaiils come fi^rtli, 
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And Inipi'y in tliuir miforc.soc7i rolc:iso 
j^'rom nil thn of r^.^txninfc, enjoy 

'fho teiToivi of the <liiy ili.it acta tlioiii JVee. 

V/ln7 then, that has thee, would nob holfl thco fast. 
Freedom ! whom they th it lose thee so regret, 

That e’en a judgment, making way for thoo, 

Soeiiis in their eyes a merey for thy aakoj— 

Such evil sin liubh wrought ; and sucli a flame 
KiiiiUed ill heaven, lhat it burns down to earth. 

And, ill the fiu ious inquest that it makes 
On Ood’s behalf, lays waste hia fairest works. 

'riie very elements, though each be meant 
'riio minister of man, to serve his wants, 
tJonspirc against him. With his breath he draws 
A plague into his blood ; and cannot use 
Life’s iiecosnaiy means, hut ho must die. 

Storms rise to overwhelm him : or if stormy winds 
llise not, i luj waters of the deep shall rise. 

And, needing none assistance of the storm, 

Shall roll themselves ashore, and reach him there, 
’rile earth shall shake him out of all his holds,’ 

Or make his house his grave: nor so content, 

Sliall counterfeit the moi ions of the flood, 

And drown’hira in her dry and dusty gulfs. 

What then ! — wore they tlio wicked above all, 

And we the rigid eons, whoso fast-.anehorim isle '■ 
Moved not, while theirs was rocked, like a light ski.'f, 
The sport of every wave ? No : none are clear, 

And none ihan iveXnorc guilty. But, where all 
kiitaiid chai’geablo with guilt, and to the shafts 
Of wrath obnoxious, God may choose hi.s nark : 

IMay punish, if he please, the ler^s, to warn 
The more inalignaut. If he spared not them, 
Tremble and be ama/cd at thine e.scapc, 

Far guiltier England, lest he spare not thee ! 

Happy the man who sees a God employ’d 
In all the good and ill that chequer life ! 
llcsolviiig all events, with their elFects 
And manifold results, into the will. 

And arbitration wise of the t^npreme. 
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Did not liis eye rule nil llnng;.?, n.-.d inlviid 
The least of our coiiecrns (sinco iVom l!ie least 
The greatest oft originate ;) could ciiaiiee 
Find place in his dominion, or di^po'-e 
One lawless particle to tli\v:irt his plan ; 

Then God miglit be surprised, and uid’orc 
Coiitingcuce luiglit alarm him, ai;d di iiu l) 

The smooth and cqn d course of bis alValis. 

This truth Philosophy, tliopgli ergle-ayed 
In nature’s tendencUs, oft overlo.)!.:;; 

And, having fouml bis.iir tra.nvOu, u>.\ e!s, 

Or disregards, or, mo^e•])i\sump!u(UlS'^li)i, 

Denies the power that wields it. God pros-I.nir.^j 
ills hot displeasure against ibolish men, 

That live an atheist life : involves tlie lieiivcn 
In tempe&t; ; <pii{s his grasp upoii tlie wirdi;, 

And gives them all tluir fury ; bids a pi ;' ue 
Kindle a fiery boil uj.on the ski)i, * 

And putrefy the hreatli of hlooining Healtur 
He calls for Famine, and the meagre fi<‘nd 
Blows mildew from between Ins shrivell'd lips, 

And taints the golden ear. He springs his mines, 
And des(}lates a naticii at a blast. 

Forth steps tln^ spruce philosopher, and tells 
Of honiogeneal and di.se(/r<Unit springs' 

And princi\i4es; of causes, bow' they work 
By necessary laws their sure eiV. cts ; 

Of action and reaetioir. He has found 
The sonree of tJie disease that n. lure feels, 

And bids the wmrld take heart and banish f 
Thou fool 1 will tly discovery ol’ the cause 
Suspend the eflect, or lieal it? Has not (Hod 
Still wrought by means since first he made the world 
And did he not of old employ his means 
To drov/n it ? IVhat is his creation lets 
Than a c aLUKUO Us reservoir of meejns 
Form’d for Jiis use, and ready at his v.dll ? 

Go, dress thine eyes with eye talve ; ask of him, 

Or ask of Avhoinsoever he has taught ; 

And learn, though late, the genuine cause of all. 
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Eiiglaiul, with all thy raul'ip, X lo%c thoc still — 

My country ! and while yet a nook is left 
Wliere English minds and manners may be found, 
Shall be constrain’d to love thee. Though thy clime 
Ee fickle, and thy year most part defonn’d 
With dripping rains, or wither’d by a frost, 

I would not yet exchange thy sullen skies. 

And fields without a ilovver, for warmer France 
With all her vines ; nor for Ausonia’s groves 
Of golden fruitage, and lier myrtle bowers. 

^J'o shake thy senate, and from heights sublime 
Of patriot eloquent*': to Hash down tire 
Upon thy foes, was never meant my task : 

Eat I can feel tliy Jortunes, aiul partake 
Thy joys and sorrows, with as true a heart 
As any tliunderer there. And I can fci I 
Thy follies too; and with a just disilain 
Frown at etlemiiiales, whose verj* looks 
Eellect dishonour on the land I love. 

How, in the name of soldiership and sense, 

Should Enghuul prosper, when such tilings, rj nnootli 
And tender as a girl, all-essenced o’er 
With odours, aud as prolligate as sweet ; 

Who sell their laurel for a myrtle wreath, 

And love when they should light; when such as the:e 
Presume to lay their hraid upon the ar^c 
Of lier magnificent a. d awful cause ? '* 

Time was Avhen it v. n > praise and boast enough 
In every clime, and travel where we miglit. 

That w'o WTre bom lier children. Praise enough 
To fill the ainbitiou of a private man, 

That Chatham’s language was his mother tongue, 

And Wolfe's great name compatriot with his owu^ 
Farewell those honours, aud farewell with them 
The hope of such hereafter! Tliey have fallen 
Each in his fudd of glory ; one in arms, 

And one in council- ■ Wolfe upon the lap 
Of smiling Victory that moment won, 

And Chatham heart-sick of his coui:-*ry’s slranic ! 
They made us maiiv soldiers. Chatham, still 



Consulting- England’s hanpiiu? g at honn?, 

Secur'd it by an niifoiv.iviu''; 

If any wrong’d ho-’ v/b- r j’or be foiiglit. 

Put so much of his heart into liis act, 

That his example nuti a niagir^t’s force. 

And all were swift to follow wlioia all loved. 
Those suns are set. Oh n.-^e some other sivcli ! 

Or all that we liave left is einpty talk 
Of old acliieveiuents and despair of new. 

Now hoist the sail, and let the streamers float 
Upon the wanton breezes. I'trew the deck 
With lavender, and sprinkle liquid sweets, 

'riiat no rude savour maritime invade 
The nose of nice nobility ! Hrcatlie soft. 

Ye clarionets, and softer still ye flutes; 

That winds .and waters, lull’d by magic sounds. 
May bear us smoothly to the Gallic sliorc I 
True, we have lost an empire— let it pass. 

True ; w'e may tb.ank tlie perfidy of Franco, 

IMiat pick’d the jewel out of England’s crown, 
Willi all the cunning of an envious shrew. 

And let that pass — ’twas hnt a trick of state ! 

A brave man knows no malice, hnt at once 
Forgets in peace the injuries of war, 

And gives his direst foe a friend’s embrace. 

And shamed as w'c have been, to the very beard 
Eraved and defied, and in cur own sea proved 
Too weak for those decisive blows that once 
Ensured us mastery there, we yet retain 
Some small pre-eminence ; wc justly boast 
At least superior jockeyship, and claim 
The honours of the turf as all our own ! 

Go then, w ell worthy of the jiraise ye seek. 

And show the shame ye might conceal at home 
In foreign eyes ! — be grooms and win the plate, 
Where once your nobler fathers won a crown !— 
’Tis generous to communicate your skill 
To those that need it ! Folly is soon learn’d 
And under such preceptors w’ho can fail I 
, There is a pleasure in poetic pains 
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Which only poets know. The shifts and turns, 
The expedients and inventions nuiltiform, 

To which the mind resorts, in cliase of terms 
'I'hongh apt, yet coy, and difficidt to win — 

To arrest the lleeting images that till 
The mirror of the mind, and hold them fast, 

And force them sit till he has pencill’d off 
A faithful likenesS'of the forms lie views : 

Then to dispose his copies Avith such art, 

That each may find its most propitious light, 

And shine hy situation, hardly less 
Than by the lalioiir and the skill it cost ; 

Are occupations of the poet’s mind 
So pleasing, and that steal away the thought 
With such addrcJ-s from themes of sad import, 
That, lost in his own musings, happy man I 
lie feels the anxieties of life, denied 
Their wonted ciitertaiumcnt, all retire. 

Such joys has he that sings. But ah ! not such, 
Or seldom such, tlie hearers of his song. 
Fastidious, or else listless, or pcrliaps 
Aware of nothing arduous in a task 
They never undertook, tliey little note 
His dangers or escapes, and haply find 
Their least amusement where ho found the most. 
But is amusement all ? Studious of song, 

And yet ambitious not to sing in vain, 

T would not trifle merely, thougli the world 
Be loudest in their praise Avho do no more. 

Yet what can satire, Avdiether grave or gay i 
It may correct a foilile, may chastise 
The freaks of fashion, regulate the dress, 

Eetrench a sword-blade, or displace a patch ; 

But where are its suhlimer trophies found ? 

What vice has it subdued ? avIiosc heart reclaim'd 
By rigour? or wliom laughed into reform ? 

Alas ! Lcviatimu is not so tamed ; 

Laughed at, he laughs again ; and, stricken hard, 
Turns to the stroke his adamantine scales. 

That fear no discipline of human hands. 

n 
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The pulpit, therefore (and I name it filled 
With solemn awe, that bids me well beware 
With what intent I touch that holy thing) — 

The pulpit (when the satirist has at last, 

Strutting and vapouring in an empty school, 

Spent all his force, and made no proselyte) — 

I say the pulpit (in the sober use 
Of its legitimate, peculiar powc'rs) 

Must stand aekiiow lodged, vliile the world shall stand, 
The most important and eireetual guard. 

Support, and ornament of Virtues esnse. 

There stands the messenger of truth: th,.'re stands 
The legate of the skies! — 11 is theme divine, 

His office sacred, his credentials clear. 

By him the violated law speaks out 

Its thunders; and by him, in strains as sweet 

As angels use, the gospel whispers peace. 

He stablishes the strong, restores the weak. 

Reclaims the wanderer, binds the brokt*n heart. 

And, arm’d himself in panoply comph'te 
Of heavenly temper, furnishes with arms 
Bright as his own, and trains, by every rule 
Of Tioly discipline, to glorious war, 

The sacramental host of Clod’s elect ! 

Are all such teachers? — w'ould \o heaven all were ! 
But hark — the doctor’s voice ! — fiist wedged betw'cen 
Two empirics he stands, and with swoln checks 
Inspires the news, his trumpet. Kecmer far 
Than all invective is Ids bold harangue, 

While through that public organ of report 
•He hails the clei’gy ; and, defying shame, 

Announces to the world Ids own and theirs ! 

He teaches those to read, whom schools dismiss’d, 

And colleges, untaught ; sells accent, tone, 

And emphasis in score, and gives to prayer 
The adagio and andante it demands. 

He grinds divinity of other days 
Down into modern use ; transforms old print 
To zigzag manuscript, and cheats the e} cs 
Of gallery critics by a thousand arts. 
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Arc there 'who purchase of the doctor’s 'ware ? 

Oh, name it not in Gath ! — it cannot be, 

Tiiat grave and lcariic<l clerks should need such aid, 
lie doubtless is in sport, and docs l;ut droll, 

Assuming thus a rank unknown before — • 

(^•and caterer aiid dryiiurse of the church ! 

/ 1 venerate the man whose heart is warm , 

^Viio ic liands are pure. w'ln)se doctrine and whose life, 
Coincident, cxliibit lucul proof 
That he is honest in the sacred cause. 

To si’iCh I vender more than mere respect, 

Whose actions say that they respect themselves. 

But loose ill morals, and in manners vain, 

111 conversation frivchius, in dress 
Kxtreme, at once rapacious and profuse *, 

Trequeiit in park with lady at his side, 

Ambling and prattling scandal as he goes 
But rare at home, and never at his hooks, 

Or with his pen, save when he scrawls n card ; 
Constant at routs, familiar v/itli a round 
Of ladyships — a stranger to the poor ; 

Ambitious cif preferiiient for its gold, 

And w'ell prepared, by ignorance and sloth, 
fly infidelity and love of world. 

To make God’s work a sinecure-, a slave 
To his own pleasures and his patron’s pride : 

From such apostles, O yc mitred heads, 

Preserve the church! and lay not careless hands 
On skulls that cannot teach, 'and will iK't learn. 

Would I describe a preacher, such as Paul, 

Were he on earth, w-ould hear, approve, and own -v 
Paul should himself direct me. I would trace 
His master-strokes, and draw from his design. 

T would express him simple, grave, sincere; 

In doctrine iincorrupt; in language plain, 

And plain in manner; decent, solemn, chaste, 

And natural in gesture ; much impress’d 
Himself, as conscious of his awful charge, 

And anxious mainly that the floCk he feeds 
May feel it too ; affectionate iu look, 
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And tender in address, as well becdmes 
A messenger of grace to guilty men. 

Behold the picture I Is it like? — Like whom? 

The things that mount the rostrum with a skip, 

And then skip down again ; pronounce a text ; 

Cry — hem ; and reading what tliey never wrote, 
Justilftcen minutes, huddle up their work, 

.And with a well-hred Avhisper close the scene ! 

• In man or woman, but far most in man, 

And most of all in man that ministers 
And serves the altar, in my soul I loathe 
All affectation. ’Tis my perfect scorn ; 

Object of my implacable disgust. 

What! — will a man play tricks? will ho indulge 
A silly fond conceit of his fair form, 

And just proportion, fashionable mien, 

And pretty face, in presence of his God ? 

Or will ho seek to dazzle me with tropes, 

As with the diamond on his lily hand, 

And play his brilliant parts before my eyes. 

When I am hungry for the bread of life ? 

He mocks his Maker, prostitutes and shames 
His noble oflic(*, and, instead of truth. 

Displaying his own beauty, starves Ids flock ! 
Therefore, avaunt all attitude, and stare, 

And start theatric, practised at the glass ! 

I seek divine siinplieity in him 

Who handles things divii * ^ v.nd all besides, 

Though learn’d with labour, and though much admired 
■ By curious eyes and jiidgm aits ill inh>rm’d, 

To me is odious as the nasal twang 
Heard at conventicle, where wmrthy men, 

Misled by custom, strain celestial tJiemcs 
Though the press’d nostril, spectacle-bestrid. 
borne, decent in demeanour while they preach, 

That task perform’d, relapse into themselves ; 

And, having spoken wisely, at the close 
Grow wanton, and give proof to every eye. 

Whoe’er was edified, themselves were not ! 

Forth comes the pocket mirror, — First we stroke 
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An eyebrow ; next compose a straggling iock j 
Then with an air most gracefully perform'd 
Fall back into our scat, extend an iirhi, 

And lay it at its ease with gentle care, 

With liandkerchief in hand depending low : 

The better hand more busy gives the nose 
Its bergamot, or aids the indebted eye 
With opera-glass, to watch the moving scene, 

And recognise the slow-retiring fair. — 

Now lids is fulsome ; and oUends me more 
Tlian ill a churchman slovenly neglect 
And rustic coarseness would. A heavenly mind 
May be indifferent to her house of clay, 

And slight the hovel as beneath her care ; 
lint how a body, so fantastic, trim. 

And quaint, in its deportment and attire, 

Can lodge a heavenly mind — demands a doubt, 
lie that negotiates beUveen Cod and man, 

As God’s ambassador, the grand concerns 
Of judgment and of mercy, should beware 
Of lightness in his speech. ’Tis pitiful 
To court a grin, when you should woo a soul j 
To break a jest, when pity would inspire 
Pathetic exhortation j and to address 
The skiltisli fancy with facetious tales, 

When sent with God’s commission to the heart ! 

So did not Paul. Direct me to a quip 
Or merry turn in all he ever wrote, 

And I consent you take it for your text, 

Your ouly one, till sides and benches fail. 

No : he was serious in a serious cause. 

And understood too well the weighty terms 
That he had taken in charge. He would not stoop 
To conquer thos-o by jocular exploits 
Whom truth and soberness assail’d in vain. 

O popular applause I what heart of man 
Is proof against thy sweet seducing charms r 
The wisest and the best feel urgent uMi 
Of all their caution in thy gentlest gales ; 

But. swell’d into a gust — w ho then, alas I 
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With all bis canvas set, and inexpert. 

And therefore heedless, can Avitlistaud thy ponrer ? 
Praise, from the rivel’d lip:? of toothless, bald 
Decrepitude, and in the looks of lean 
And craving Povert}, and in the how 
Respectful of tlie smutch’d artificer, 

Is oft too welcome, and may much disturb 
The bias of the purpose. How much more. 

Pour'd forth by beauty sjdeudid and polite, 

In language soft as Adoration breatlics ? 

Ah, spare your idol I think him human still. 

Charms he may have, hut he has frailties too 1 
Dote not too much, nor spoil what } c admire. 

All truth is from the sempiternal source 
Of light divine. Hut Egypt, Greece, and Rome 
Drew fix)m tlic stream bcloAv. More favoured, we 
Drink, -when we choojc it, at the fountain-liead. 

To them it flow’d much mingled and defiled 
With hurtful error, prejudice, and dreams 
Illusive of philosojihy, so call’d, 

Ihit falsely, Sa /cS after sagos strove 
In vain to filter off a crystal drauglit 
Pure from tlie lees, which often more enhanced 
The thirst than slaked it, and not seldom bred 
Intoxication and delirium wild. 

In vain they push’d inquiry to the hlrtli 

And spring-time of the world; ask’d, Whence is max: 

Wliy form’d at all ? and wherefore as he is ? 

Where must he find his ^laker? with what rites 
Adore him V Will he hear, accejit, and bless ? 

Or does he sit regardless of his w'orks ? 

Has man within him an immortal sued? 

Or does the tomb take all ? If he survive 
His aslies, wliere? and in what weal or woe? 

Knots v/orthy of sohition, which rlone 
A Deity couM folve. Their answ< is, a ague 
And all at random, fai'uloiis and dark. 

Left them as dark themf-clvi s. ’i'lieir mles of life,# 
Defective and iinsanction’d, proved too weak 
To bind the roving appetite, and lead 
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Blind nature to a God not yet reveal’d. 

’Tis Hev'elation satisfies all doubts, 

Kxplains all luysbTies, except her own. 

And so illuininatea tlie path of life 
That fools discover it, and stray no more. 

Now tcdl inc, digidfied and sapient sir, 

My man of morals, nurtured in the shades 
Of Acadenuii — is this false or true ? 

Is Christ the abler Teacher, or the schools? 

If Christ, then wliy rcfort at every turn 
To Athens or to Ihaiie, for wisdom short 
Of man’s occasions, when in him reside 
Gi-acvc, knowledge, comfort — an unfathom’d store f 
Ilow’ oft, when Paul has served us with a text. 

Has Ppietetu?, Plato, Tully, preach’d ! 

Men that, if now alite, wouhl sit content 
And humble learners of a Saviour’s worth. 

Preach it w ho might. Such was their love of truthy 
Their thirst of knowledge, and their candour tool 
And thus it is. — The pastor, either vaiit 
By nature, Oe" hy flattery made sc, taught 
To gaze at his own splendour, and to exalt 
Absurdly, not liis office, but himself; 

Or uneiiligliten’d, and too proud to learn ; 

Or vicious, and not therefore apt to touch ; 
Perverting often, by Ike stress of lewd 
And loose example, wliom he should instruct. 
Exposes, and holds up to broad disgrace 
The noblest function, and discredits much 
The brightest truths tliat man has ever seen 
For ghostly counsel — if it either fall 
Below the exigence, or be not back’d 
With shov/ of love, at least with hoj;eful proof 
Of some sincerity on tlic giver’s part; 

Or be dishonour’d in tin) exterior form 
And mode of its convcvar.ee by such trick!:', 

As move derision, or by foppish airs 
And histrionic mummery, that let down 
Tb.e pulpit to the level of the stage — 

Drops from the lips a disregarded thing 
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The weak perhaps arc moved, but are not taught, 
While prejudice in men of stronger minds 
Takes deeper root, confirm’d by what they see- 
A relaxation of religion’s hold 
Upon the roving and untutor’d heart 
Soon follows, anti, the curb of conscience snapp’d, 
The laity run wild. — But do they now ? 

Note their extravagance, and bo convinced. 

As nations, ignorant of God, contrive 
A wooden one, so we, no longer taught 
By monitors that mother church supplies, 

Now make our own. Posterity will ask 
(If e’er posterity see verse of mine) 

Some fifty or a hundred lustrums hence, 

What was a monitor in George’s days r 
My very gentle reader, yet uuhorn, 

Of whom I needs must augur better things, 

Since Heaven would sure grov/ weary of a world 
Productive only of a race like ours, 

A monitor is wood — plank-shaven thin. 

We wear it at our backs. There, closely braced 
And neatly fitted, it compresses hard 
The prominent and most unsightly bones, 

And binds the shoulders fiat. We prove its use 
Sovereijpi and most elfcctual to secure 
A form, not now gyiunastlc as of yore. 

From rickets and tlistortion, else our lot. 

But, thus admonish’d, Ave can Avalk erect — 

One proof at least of manhood ! Avhile the friend 
Sticks close, a Mentor worthy of l\is charge. 

Oiir habits, costlier than Lucullus wore, 

And by caprice as multiplied as his, 

Just please us while the fashion is at full. 

But change Avith every moon. Tiie sycophant 
Who waits to dre.'-s ns arbitrates their date; 
Surveys his fair ’CA-ersion with keen eye ; 

Finds one ill made, another obsolete, ' 

This fits not nicely, that is ill conceived ; 

And, making prize of all that he condemns. 

With our expenditure defrays his own. 
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Variety’s llio very spice of iifo, 

Tliat gives it all its lUivouv. Wq have rini 
Through every ehiu.ige that Fancy at the loom 
Exhausted, has had genius to supply ; 

And, studious of mutation still, discard 
A real elegance, a little used, 

For monstrous novelty and strange disguise.' 

We sacrilice to divss, till household joys 

And comforts -cease. Dress drains our cellar dry, 

And keeps our larder lean ; puls out our fires ; 

And introduces hunger, frost, and woe. 

Where peace and hospitality might reign. 

AVhat man that lives, and that knows hov/ to live, 
Would fail to exhibit at the public shows 
A form as splendid as the proudest there, 

Though appetite raise outcries at the cost? 

A man of the toAvn dines late, but soon enough. 

With reasonable forecast and despatch. 

To insure a side-box station at half price. 

You think, perhaps, so delicate his dress, 

Ilis daily fare as delicate. Alas ! 

He picks clean teelli, and, busy as he seems 
With an old tavern quill, is hungry yet K ^ 

The rout is Folly’s circle, which she draws 
With magic wand. So potent is tlie spell, 

That none, decoy'd into lliat fatal ring. 

Unless by Heaven’s peculiar grace, escape. 

There we grow early gray, but never wise ; 

There form connexions, but acquire no friend 
Solicit pleasure, hopeless of success ; 

Waste youth in occupations only fit 

For second childhood, and devote old age 

To sports which only childhood could excuse. 

There they are happiest who dissemble best 
Their wcariners ; and they the most polite 
Who squander time and treasure with a smile. 
Though at their own destruction. She that asks 
Her dear five hundred friends contemns them all, 

And liatcs their coming. They (what can tliey less? 
Make just reprisals ; and, with cringe and shrug, 

B 3 
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And bow obsequious, hide their hate of her. 

All catch the frenzy, downward from her grace, 
Whose flambeaux flash against the morning skies, 
And gild our chamber ceilings as they pass, 

To her, who, frugal only that her thrift 
May feed excesses she can ill aflbrd, 

Is hackney’d home unlackcy'd ; w ho, in haste 
Alighting, turns the key in her own door, 

And, at the watchman’s lantern borrowing light. 
Finds a cold bed her only comfort left. 

Wives beggar husbands, Imslmnds e ti’oir wives 

On Fortune’s velvet altar ofl'ering np 

Their last poor pittance — Fovinne, niO‘<t severe 

Of goddesses yet known, and costlier far 

Than all that held tlieir routs in Juno’s heave.n.' — 

So fare we in this pn son-house, the v/orld j 

And 'tis a fearful spectacle to see 

So many maniacs dancing in their chains. 

They gaze upon the links that hold them fast 
With eyes of anguish, execrate their lot, 

Then shake them in despair, and dance again! 

Now basket up the family of plagues 
That waste our vitals ; peculation, sale 
Of honour, perjury, corruption, frauds 
By forgery, by subterfuge of law. 

By tricks and lies as nuinevous and as keen 
As the necessities their authors feel ; 

Then cast them, closely bundled, every brat 
At the right door. Profusion is the sire. 

Profusion imrestrain’d, w'ith all that’s batv^ 

■ In character, has litter’d all the land, 

And bred, within the memory cf no few, 

A priesthood such as Baal’s was of old, 

A people such as never was till now. 

It is a hungry vice ; — it cats up all 
That gives society its beauty, strength, 

Convenience, and security, and use: 

Makes men mere vermin, worthy, to be trapp*^ 

And gibbeted, as fast as catchpolc claws 
Can seize the slippery prey ; ui;ties the knot 



THE TIME-PIECE. 


43 


Of nriion, and converts the sacred band 
That holds mankind together, to a scourge. 
Profusion, deluging a state with lusts 
Of grossest nature and of worst effects, 

Prepares it for its ruin : hardens, blinds, 

And warps the consciences of public men, 

Till they can laugh at Virtue; mock the fools - 
That trust them ; and in the end disclose a face 
That would have shock’d Credulity herself. 
Unmask’d, vouchsafing this their sole excuse — - 
Since all alike are selfish, why not they? 

This docs Profusion, and th<‘ accursed cause 
Of such dce^ mischief has itself a cause.* 

In colleges and halls, in ancient days. 

When learning, virtue, piety, and truth 
Were precious and inculcated with care, 
There'dwelt a sage call’d Discipline. His head, 
Not yet by time completely silver’d o’er. 

Bespoke him past the bounds of freakish youth, 

But strong for service still, and unimpair’d. 

His eye was meek and gentle, and a smile 
Play’d on his lips ; and in his speech was heard 
Paternal sweetness, dignity, and love. 

The occupation dearest to his heart 

Was to encourage goodness. He would stroke 

The head of modest and ingenuous worth, 

That blush’d at its own praise ; and press the youth 
Close to his side that pleased him. Learning grew 
Beneath his care a thriving vigorous plant ; 

The mind was well inform’d, the passions held 
Subordinate, and diligence was choice. 

If e’er it chanced, as sometimes chance it must, 
That one among so many overleap’d 
The limits of control, his gentle eye 
Grew stern, and darted a severe rebuke : 

His frown was full of terror, and his voice 
Shook the delinquent with such fits of awe 
As left him not, till penitence had won 
I^st favour back again, qpd closed the breach. 

But Discipline, a faithful servant long, 
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L>ecHn«d at lencrtli into the v;ilo of years : 

A palsy struck liis iinu ; his spiu'kliug eye 
Was (pieuchM in rliciinis of age; his voice, uii&trung. 
(xrew tremulous, and moved dei ision more 
Than reverence in perverse rebellious youth. 

So colleges and halls neglected much 

Their good old friend ; and Discipline at length, 

Overlook’d and unemploy’d, fell sick, and died. 

Then Study languish'd. Emulation slept, 

And Virtue fled. The schools becttine a scene 
Of solemn farce, where Ignorance in stilts, 

His <}ap well lined w ith logic not his own. 

With parrot tongue perform’d the scholar^ part, 
Proceeding soon a graduated dunce. 

Then compromise had place, and scrutiny 
Became stone blind ; precedence went in truck, 

And he was competent whose piuce w as so. 

A dissolution of all bonds ensued ; 

The curbs invented for tlic mulish mouth 
Of headstrong youth wci’c broken ; bars and bolts 
Grew rusty by disiise ; and massy gates 
Forgot their ofliec, opening wdth a touch ; 

Till gowns at length are found mere masquerade, 
The tas^3el’d cap and the spruce hand a jest, 

A mockery of the world! Wliat need of these 
For gamesbTS, jockeys, hrothelers impure, 
Spendthrifts, and booted sporlbuieu, ofteiicr seen 
With belted waist and pointers at tlieir heels 
Than in thebomids of duty? Whatwuis learu’d 
If aught was learn’d in childhood, is forgot; 

And such expense ns pinches parents blue. 

And mortifies the liberal baiul of love, 

Is squander’d in pursuit c/i idle sports 
And vicious pleasures ; buys the boy a name 
That sits a stigma on his.latiicr’s house. 

And cleaves through life insi-parably close 
To him that w^eai’s it. What can after-games 
Of riper joys, and commerce with the w^orld, 

The lewd vain world, that must receive him seon^ 
Add to such erudition, tlius acquired, * 
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Where science and where virtue are prcfess’d ? 

They may confirm his habits, rivet fast 
Ilis folly, but to spoil him is a task 
That bids defiance to the united powers 
Of fashion, dissipation, taverns, stews. 

Now blame we most the nurslings or the nurse ? 
Th$ children, crook’d, and twisted, and deform’d. 
Through want of care ; or her, whose winking eye 
And slumbering oscitancy mars the brood ? 

The nurse, no doubt. Ih*gardless of her charge. 
She needs herself correction ; needs to learn 
That it is dangerous sporting with the world, 

With things so sacred as a nation’s trust, 

The nurture of her youth, her dearest pledge. 

All are not such. I had a brother once — 

I’eace to the memory of a man of worth, 

A man of letters, and of manners too ! 

Of manners sweet as Virtue always wears, 

When gay good-nature dresses her in smiles, 
lie graced a college,’*^ in which order yet 
Was sacred ; and honour’d, loved, and wept 
Ily more than one, themselves conspicuous tlmre. 
Some minds are temper’d happily, and mix’d 
With such ingredients of good sense and taste 
Of what is excellent in man, they thiiTt« 

With such a zeal to be what they approve, 

That no restraints can circumscribe them more 
Thau they themselves by choice, for wisdom’s sake* 
Nor can lexample hurt them ; what they see 
Of vice in others, but eiih;uicing more 
The charms of virtue in their just esteem. 

If such escape contagion, :iiul emerge 
Pure from so foul a pool to shine abroad. 

And give the world their talents and themselves, 
Small thanks to those, whose negligcnice or sloth 
Exposed their inexperience to the snare, 

And left Iheni to an undirected choice. 

See then the quiver broken ar.d decay’d, 

In which are kept our ari ows ! Rusting tlierc 
* Eonct Collect', f!:inn1»riil,i;e. 



46 


THE TASK. 


In wild disorder, and unfit for use, 

What wonder, if, discharf^ed into the world, 

They shame their sliooters with a random flight, 
Their points obtuse, and feathers drunk wirli wine! 
Well may the Church wage unsuccessful war, 

With such artillery arm’d. Vice parries v/ide 
The undreaded volley w ith a sword of straw. 

And stands an impudent and fearlcss*mark. 

Have we not track’d the felon home, and found 
His birth-place aud his dam ? The country mourns, 
Mourns because every plague that can infest 
Society, and tliat saps and worms the base 
Of the edifice that Policy has raised, 

Swarms in all quarters ; meets the eye, the ear, 

And suffocates the breath at every turn. 

Profusion breeds tliem j and the cause itself 
Of that calamitous mischief has been found ; 

Found too where most offensive, in the skirts 
Of the robed pedagogue ! Else let the arraign’d 
Stand up unconscious, and refute the charge. 

So when the Jewish leader stretch’d his arm. 

And waved his rod divine, a race obscene, 

Spawn’d in the muddy beds of Nile, came forth. 
Polluting Egypt ; gardens, fields, and plains , 

Were cover’d with the pest ; the streets were fill’d ; 
The croaking nuisance lurk’d in every nook ; 

Nor palaces, nor even chambers, ’scaped ; 

And tlic land stank— so numerous was the fry. 
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THE AUGU.MENl'. 

Sc'lf-rocollection nrul reproof — Aildress to dontestic happiness— 
Some iu-eoiint of mv'-.elf — ^'Flus vanity of many of their pursuits >vho 
are reputed wise — Justification of my cetisures-.'-P'.vine illumina- 
tion neccisiiry to the moat expert philosopher — question. What 
is truth ? answered by other questions — Domestic happiness ad- 
dressed as<dn- Few lovers of the country— My tame hare— Occu- 
pations of a retired j'ontlenKin in his i^arden — Pruning — Framing 
— Ci'reenhoiise— Sowing of llower-sceds— The country preferable to 
the town even in -the winter — Kciisons why it is deserted at that 
season— lliiinous ellcuts of gaming, and of expensive improvement 
— Hook concludes with an ai'ostrophe to the metropolis. 


As one wlio, long in thickets and in brakes 
Entangled, winds now this way and now that 
His devious course uncertain, seeking home; 

Or, Iniving long in miry ways been foil’d, 

And sore discomfited, from slough to slough 
Plunging, and |ialf^cspairing of escape; 

If chance at length he finds a greensward smooth 
And faithful to the foot, his spirits i ise, 

He chirrups i)risk his car-erecting .steed, 

And M’iiuls his way with pleasure and with ease; 
So 1, designing other iheiiios, and call’d 
To adorn the Sofa with culogium due, 

tell its sluinbevs, and to paint its dreams, 
Have rambled wide. In couiitry, city, seat 
Of academic fame, (howe'er deserved,) 

Long licld, and scarcely disengaged at last. 

Rut now with pleasant pace a cleanlier roa 
I mean to tread. I feel myself at large, 
Courageous, and refresh’d for future toil, 

Tf toil awaits me, or if dangers new. 

Since pulpits fail, and sounding-boards reflect 
Most part an empty iiieftectual sound, 

What chsHipe that I, to fame so little known, 
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Nor conversant with men or manners much, 

Should speak to purpose, or with better hope 
Crack the satiric thong? *Twcre wiser far 
For me, enamour’d of sequester’d scenes, 

And charm’d with rural beauty, to repose. 

Where chance may throw me, beneath elm or vine, 
My languid limbs, when summer seai*s the plains ; 
Or, when rough winter rages, on the soft 
And shelter’d Sofa, while the nitrous air 
Feeds a blue flame, and makes a cheerful hearth ; 
There, undisturbed by Folly, and apprised 
How great the danger of disturbing her, 

To muse in silence, or at least confine’ 

Remarks that gall so many to the few, 

My partners in retreat. Disgust conceal’d 
Ts ofttimes proof of wisdom, when the fault 
la obstinate, and cure beyond our reach. 

Domestic. Happiness, thou only bliss 
Of-raradise ihat hast survived the falU 
Though few now taste thee unimpaired and pure, 
Or tasting long enjoy thee ! too infirm, 

Or too incautious, -to preserve thy sweets 
Unmix’d Mdth tlrops of bitter, which neglect 
Or temper sheds into thy crystal cup ; 

Thou art the nurse of Virtue, in tliine arms 
She smiles, appearing, as in truth she is, 
Heaven-born, and destined to the skies again. 

Tliou art not known where Pleasure is adored. 
That reeling goddess with the zoneless waist 
And wandering eyes, still leaning on the arm 
Of Novelty, her fickle, frail support ; 

For thou art meek and constant, hating change, 
And finding in the calm of truth-tried love 
Joys that her stormy raptures never yield. 
Forsaking thee, what sliipwrock have wc made 
Of honour, dignity, and fair renown ! 

Till prostitution elbows us aside. 

In all our crowded streets ; and senates seem 
Convened for puiqioses of empire loss 
Than to release tlie adultress from her boml 
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The adultress ! what a theme for angry verse ! 

What provocation to the indignant heart, 

That feels lor inj\ir’(l love ! bnt I disdain 
The nauseous task, to paint'lier as she is. 

Cruel, abandon’d, glorying in lier shame ! 

No ; — let her pass, and, charioted along 
In guilty splendour, shake the public ways; 

The frequency of crimes has v/ash’d them white ! 

And verse of mine sl^all never brand the wretch. 
Whom matrons now, of character unsinirch’d, 

And chaste themselves, are not ashamed to own. . 
Virtue and vice had boundaries in old time, 

Not to be pass’d : and she, that had renounced 
Her sex’s honour, was renounced herself 
lly all that prized it ; not for prudery’s sake, 

But dignity’s, resentful of the wrong. 

’fwas hard perluips on here and tliere a waif, 

Desirous to return, and not received ; 

But was a wliolesomc rigour in the main, 

And taught the unbleir.ish’d to preserve with care 
That purity, whoso loss was loss of all. 

Men too were nice in honour in those days, 

And judged offenders well. Tlicn lie that sharp’d. 
Aim pocket’d a prize hy fraud obtain’d, 

Was mark’d and shunn’d as odious. lie that sold 
His country, or was slack when she required 
His every nerve in action and at strebdi, 

Paid, with the blood that he had basely spared, 

The price of his default. But now — yes, now 
We arc become so candid and so fair. 

So liberal in construction, and so rich 

111 Chri.stiaii charity, (good-natured age!) ’ 

d'hat they are safe, sinners of cither sex, [bred. 

Transgress what laws they may. W^i^ -dress’d, well- 

Wei 1-equI paged, is ticket good cnongli 

To pass us readily tlirough every door. 

Hypocrisy, detest her as we may, 

(And no man’s hatred ever wnwig’d lier yet,) 

May claim this merit still— that she admits 
The worth of wliat she mimics with such care, 
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And thus gives virtue indirect applause ; 

33ut she has burnt her mask, not iiecdt d here. 
Where Vice has such Lillowance, that luir shitls 
And specious scnihlanecs luive lost their use. 
rjvl waS a stricken dcv r, that left the herd 
jLong since : with many nii arrow deep infix’d 
My panting side was charged, when I wnthdrcAr, 
To seek a tranquil death in distant shades. 

There was I found by one who had himself 
Been hurt by the archers. In his side he bore, 
And in his hands and feet, the cruel scars. 

With gentle force soliciting the darts, 

lie drew them forth, and heal’d, and bade mo live. 

Since then, . with few associates, in remote 

And silent woods I wander, far from those 

My former partAers of the peopled scene ; 

With few associates, and not wishing more. 

Here much I ruminate, as much 1 may, 

With other views of men and manners now 
Than once, and others of a life to come. 

I see that all are w ainh^rers, gone astray, 

Each in his own dela:*ions; they are lost 
In chase of fancied happiness, still woo’d 
And never w'on, Divani after dream ensues; 

And stiir they dream that they shall still succeed { 
And still are disappointed. Kings the world 
With the vain stir. I sum np half mankind, 

And add two-thirds of the remaining halfi 
And find the total of their hopes and fears 
Dreams, empty dreams. TJie million Hit as gay 
As if created only like the fly. 

That spreads his motley wings in the eye of noon. 
To sport their season, and be seen no more. 

The rest are sober dreamers, grave and wise. 

And pregnant with discoveries new and rare. 
Some write a narrative of wars, and feats 
Of heroes little known j and 'call the rant 
A history : describe the man, of whom 
His own coevals took but little note ; 

And paint his person, character, and views, 
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As they had known him from his mother’s womb. 
They disentangle from the puzzled skein, 

In wliich obscurity has wrapp’d them up, 

The threads of politic aud shrewd design. 

That rau through all his purposes, and charge 
II is mind with meanings that he never had, 

Or having, kept conceal’d. Some drill and bore 
The solid earth, and from die strata there 
Extract a register, liy which we learn, 

That he who made it, and reveal’d its date 
To Moses, Avas mistaken in its age. 

Some, more acute, and more industrious still. 
Contrive creation ; traA^el nature up 
To the sharp peak of her suhlimest height, 

And tell us whence the stars ; why’ some are fix'd, 
And planetary some ; what gave them first 
Rotation, from what fountain flowed their light. * 
Great contest follows, and mucli learned dust 
Involves the combatants ; each claiming truth, 

And truth disclaiming both. And thus they spend 
The little wick of lifers poor shallow lamp 
In playing tricks with nature, giving laws * 

To distant worlds, and trilling ni their own. 

Is 't not a pity, now, that tickling rheums 
Should ever tease the lungs and blear the sight 
Of oracles like these ? Great pity totv 
That, having wielded the elements, and built 
A thousand systems, each in his own way, 

They should go out in fume, and be forgot ? 

Ah I what is life thus spent ? and what are they 
But frantic w'^io thus spend it? all for smoke — 
Eternity for bubbles proves -at last 
A senseless bargain. When I see such games 
Play’d by the creatures of a Power who swears 
That he will judge the earth, and call the fool 
To a sharp reckoning that has lived in vain,; 

And when I weigh this seeming wisdom well, 

And pi'ove it in the infallible result 
So hollow and so false — I feel my heart 
Dissolve in pity, aud account the learn’d^ , 
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If this be learning, most of all deceived. 

Great crimes alarm the conscience, but it sleeps 
While thoughtful man is plausibly amused. 

Defend me tjierefore, common sense, say I, 

IJrom reveries so airy, from the toil 
Of dropping buckets into empty avcIIs, 
knd growing old in drawing nothing up ^ / 

Twero well, says one sage erudite, profound, 

Terribly arch'd and aquiline liis nose, 

A.nd overbuilt witli most impending brows, 

Twere well, could you permit the woi ld to live 
As the world pleases : what’s the world to you ? 

Much. * I was born of woman, and drew milk 
As sweet as charity from human breasts. 

[ think, articulate, I laugh and weep, 

And exercise all functions of a man. 

How then should I and .any man that lives 
Be strangers to each other? Pierce my vein. 

Take of the crimson stream meandering there, 

And catechise it \^ell : appljr thy glass, 

Search it, and prove now if it be not blood 
Congenial with thine own ; and, if it be, 

What edge of subtlety canst thou suppose 
Keen enough, wise and skilful as thou art. 

To cut the link of brotherhood, by which 
Dne common Maker bound me to the kind?/ 

IVue ; I am no proficient, I confess, 

[n arts like yours. 1 cannot call the swift 
And perilous lightnings from the angry clouds, 

And bid them bide thejnsclves in earth beneath ; 

[ cannot analyze the air, nor catch 
The pai’allax of yonder luminous yioint. 

That seems half quenclfd in the immense abyss : 

Such powers I boast not-t-neither can 1 rest 
A silent witness of the headlong rage, • 

Dr heedless folly by whicli thousands die. 

Bone of my bone, and kindred sonls to mine, r ^ 
r God never meant that man should scale the iieavcns 
By strides of human. wisdom. ^In liis works, 

Though w'ondrous, he c^jinmands us in his word 
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To seel^him rather, wliore his mercy shines. 

The mind indeed, enlighten'd fi*om above, 

Views him in all ; ascribes to the grand cause 
The grand effect ; acknowledges with joy 
liis manner, and with rapture tastes his style. 

But never yet did philosophic tube. 

That brings the planets home into the eye 
Of Observation, and discovers, V else 
Not visible, his family of worlds, 

Discover him that rules them ; such a veil . 
Hangs over mortal eyes, blind from the birth, 
And^dark in things divine. Full often too* 

Our wayward intellect, the more we learn 
Of nature, overlooks her author more ; 

From instrumental causes proud to draw 
Conclusions rctrogivde and mad iiustake. 

But if his word once teach us, shoot a ray 
Through alf the heart’s <iark chaijjbersj, and reveal 
Truths uudigiicru’d but by that holy light, 

Then all is plain. l^Jiilosophy, baptised 
In the pure fountain of eternal love, ' 

Has eyes indeed ; and, viewing all she sees 
As meant to indicate a God to man, 

Gives him his praise, and forfeits not her own 
Learning lias l.orno such fruit jii other days 
On all her branches : piety has found 
Friends in the friends of scie^, and true prayer 
Has flow’d from lips wot with Castalian dews. 

Such was thy wisdom, Newton, childlike sage ! 
Sagacious reader of the W'orks of God, 

And in his word sagacious. Such too thine, 
Miltoii, whoso genius had angelic wings, 

And fed on mauna ! And siicli thine, in whom 
Our British Themis gloried with just cause, 
Immortal Hale ! for deep di.scernment praised, 

And sound integrity, not more than jfamod 
For sanctity of manners undefiled . ' 

All flesh is grass, a^ all its glqty fades 
l ^e the fairtlower dishcveird'in the ^nd ; 
lu^es have wings, and grandeur is a dream 
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The man we celebrate must find a tomb, 

And we that worship him ignoble graves. 
Notliing is proof against the general curse 
Of vanity, that seizes all below. 

The only amarimlhine flower on earth ^ * 

.ts virtue ; the only lasting treasure, truth. 

But what is truth was Pilate’s question put 
To Truth itself, that deign’d him no reply. V, 

' And wherefore ? will not God impart his light 
To them that ask it ? — Freely — ’tis his joy, 

His glory, and his nature to impart. 

But to the proud, uncandid, insincere, 

Or negligent inquirer, not a spark, 

What’s that which brings contempi upon a book. 
And him who writes it, tliongh the stylt; be neat, 
The method clear, and argument exact ? 

That makes a minister in holy things 
The joy of many and the dread of more, 

His name a theme for praise and for, reproach 
That, while it gives ns worth in God’s account, 
^Depreciates and undoes us in our own ? - 
rWhat pearl is it that rich men cannot buy, 

That learning is too proud to gather up ; * 

But which the poor, and the despised of all, 

Seek and obtain, and often find unsought ? 

Tell me — and I will tell thee what is truth. 

Oh friendly to the best pursuits of man, ' 
Friendly to thought, to virtue, and to peace, 
Domestic life in rural pleasure pass’d ! 

Few know tliy value, and few taste thy sweets 
Though many boast thy favours, and affect 
To understand and choose thee for their ow’n. . 
^ut foolish man foregoes liis proper bliss, 

E’en as his first progenitor, and quits, 

Though placed in Paradise, (for earth lias still 
Some traces, of her youthful beauty left,) 
Substantial happiness for transient joy. 

Scenes form’d for contemplatio|^ and to nurse 
The growing seeds of wisdom ; that suggest, 

By every pleasing image they present, 
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Reflections such as meliorate the heart, 

Compose the passions, aud exalt the mind ; 

Scenes such as these ‘tis his supreme delight^ 

To fill ■with riot, and defile with blood. 

Should some contagion, kind to the poor brutes 

■\Ve persecute, annihilate the tribes 

That draw the sportsman over hill and dale, 

Fearless and rapt a-vray from all his cures ; 

Should never game-fowl hatch her eggs again, 

Nor halted hook deceive the fisli’s eye 
(^ould pageantry and dance, and feast and song, 

Be quell'd in all our suinmev-moiiths' retreat ; 

How many self-deluded nymphs and swains, 

AVho dream thej' have a taste for fields and groves. • 
IVould find them hideous nurseries of the spleen, 
-And crowd the roads, impatient for the town I 
They love the country, and none else, who seek 
For their own sake its silence and its shade. 

Delights -wdiicli who would leave, that has a heart 
Susceptible of pity, or a mind 
Cultured and capable of sober thought. 

For all the savage din of tlie swift pack, 

And clamours of the field ? — Detested >pori. 

That owes its pleasures to another’s pain . 

That feeds upon the sobs and dying i^hri^lo 
Of harmless nature, dumb, but yet eiiduqd 
With eloquence, that agonies inspire, 

Of silent tears and hcart-distondiiig sighs ? 

Vain tears, alas! and sighs that never iiiui 
A corresponding tone in jovial souls If 
Well— one at least is safe. One shelteT*’d Imre 
Has never heard the sanguinary yell 
Of cruel man, exulting in Jier wocs.^ 

Innocent partner of m/peaceful home. 

Whom ten long years’ experience of ruy care 
Has made at last familiar ; she has lost 
Mudit)f her vigilant instinctive dread, 

Not needful here, beneath a roo^' lik. ji-ine. 

Yes — thou mayst eat thy bix-uO '\;k. the hand 

That feeds theej thou i:oiic on the fToor 
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At evening, and at night retire secure 
To thy straw couch, and slumber unalarm'd ; 

For 1 have gained thy confidence, have pledged 
All that is human in me to protect 
Thine unsuspecting gratitude and love. 

If I survive thee, I will dig thy grave ; 

And, when I place thee in it, sighing say, 

I knew at least one hare that had a friend. 

How various his employments whom the world 
Calls idle ; and w'ho justly in return 
* Esteems that busy world an idler too ! 

Friends, books, a garden, and perhaps his pen. 
Delightful industry enjoy’d at home. 

And Nature, in her cultivated trim 
Dress’d to his taste, inviting him abroad — 

Can he want occupation who lias these ? 

Will he be idle wdio has much to enjoy ? 

IPfe, therefore, studious of laborious ease, 

Not slt^hful, happy to deceive tlie time, 

Not waste it, and aware that human life 
Is but a loan to be repaid with use, 

When He shall call his debtors to account, 

From whom are all our blessings, business finds 
E’en here : while sedulous I seek to improve, 

At least neglect not, or leave unemploy’d, 

The mind he gave me; driving it, though slack 
Too oft, and much impeded in its work, 

By causes not to be divulged in vain, 

To its just point— the service of mankind. 

He, that attends to liis interior self, 

That has a heart, and keeps it ; has a mind 
That hungers, and supplies it ; and who seeks 
A social, not a dissipated life, 

Has business; feels himself engaged to achieve 
No unimportant, thougli a silent, task. 

A life all turbulence and noise may seem 
To him that leads it wise, and to be praised ; 

Jlut wisdom is a pearl with most success 
Sought in still water and beneath clear skies. 

He that is ever occupied in storms, 
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Or dives not for it, or brings up instead. 

Vainly industrious, a disgraceful prize. 

>^TIie morning finds the self-sequestered man 
Fresh for his task, intend what task he may. 
VVhether inclement scagons recommend 
[lis warm but simple home, where he enjoys 
With her who shares his pleasures and his .heart. 
Sweet converse, sipping calm the fragrant lymph 
Which neatly she prepares ; then to his book 
Well chosen, and not sullenly perused 
In selfish silence, but imparted oft, 

As aught occurs, that she may smile to hear, 

Or turn to nourishment, digested well. 

Or if the garden, with its many cares. 

All well repaid, demand him! he attends 

riie welcome call, conscious how much the hand 

Of lubbard Labour needs his watchful eye, 

Oft loitering lazily, if not o’erseen, 

Or misapplying his unskilful strength. 

Nor does he govern only or direct, 

Hut much perfifc*ms himself. No w orks, indeed, 
That ask robust, tough sinews, bred to toil, 

Servile employ ; but such as may amus^ 

Not tire, demanding rather skill than fAe. 

Proud of his well-spread walls, he views his trees, 
That meet, no barren interval between. 

With pleasure, more than c^en their fruits afford ; 
Which, save himself who trains them, none can feoL 
These therefore are bis own peculiar charge ; 

No meaner hand may discipline the shoots, 

None hut his steel approach them. What is w oak, 
Distemper'd, or has lost prolific powers, 

Impair’d by age, his unrelenting hand 
Dooms to the knife : nor does lie spare the soft 
And succulent, that feeds its giant growth, 

Hut barren, at the expense of neighbouring twigs 
Less ostentatious, and yet studded thick 
With hopeful gems.\ TJic rest, no portion left 
That may disgrace his art, or disappoint 
Large expectation, he disposes neat 
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At measured disluuces, lliat air and siiii, 

Admitted freely, inriy ali'ord their aid, 

And ventilate and warm the swelling buds. 

Hence ISummer has her riches, Autnnm hence. 

And hence e’en Winter tills his wither’d hand 
With blushing fruits, and plenty not his own.* 

Vair recompense of labour well bestow’d, 
sA^^d wise precaution ; which a clime so rude 
Makes needful still, whose Spring is but the child 
Of churlish Winter, in l:er froward moods 
Discovering’ much the temper of her sire. 

For oft, as if in l>er the stream of mild 
Maternal nature had reversed its course, 

She brings her infant forUi with many smiles ; 

But, once delivered, kills them v/ith a frown. 

He therefore, timely warn’d himself, supplies 
Her want of care, screening and keeping warm 
Tlie plenteous bloom, that nO TOHgh blast may swecj 
His garlands from the bougbsX Again, as oft 
As the sun peeps, and vernal airs breathe mild, 

Tlie fence wdthdraw'ii, he gives then^ elpry beam, 
And spreads his hopes l)ef<<rc the blaze of day. 

To raise th^riekly and green-coated gourd, 

So grateful. t«^' palate^nd when rare^/ i 
So coveted, Mse base and disesteem’d^'r 
Food for the vulgar merel}* — is a)i art 
That toiling ages have ’oijii just matured, ; 

And at tliis moment iiuessay’d in song. 

Yet gnats have had, and frogs and mice, long since 
Their eulogy ; those sang the alantuan bard ; 

And these the Grecian, in ennobling strains; 

And in thy numbers, P hjlli ps, shines for aye 
Tlie solitary shilling. Pardon then, 

Ye sage dispensers of poetic fame, 

The ambition »)f one meaner far, whose pow'ers, 
Presuming an attempt not Ic.-s sublime, 

Pant for the praise of drefsiiig; to the taste 
Of critic appetite no rordiil fare, 

A cucumber, while costly yet and scarce. 

* Miraturque uovos fnictvs ct non fiun poma. — F«Vy* 
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The stable yields a stercoraceous heap, 

[iniprcgiKited ^vilh qiiiek fermenting salts, 

La lid potent to resist the freezing blast: 

[For, ere tlio beech and elm have east their leaf 
noci'.liious, Avlieii now November dark 
(Miecks vegetation in the torpid plant 
h'xposed to his cold breath, the task begins, 
therefore, and with prudent heed, 
lie seeks a favour’d spot ; that where he builds 
Tite agglomerated pile his frame may front 
'file run’s meridian disk, and at tlie back 
Kiijoy close slieltcr, wall, or reeds, or hedge 
Iiniiervious to the Avind. First he bids spread 
Dry fern or litter’d bay, that may imhibe 
The ascending damps ; then leisurely impose, 

And lightly, shaking it w'ith agile hand 
Fnuu tlie full fork, the saturated straw. 

Y/!;at longest binds the closest forms secure 
'j’lie shapely side, that as it rises takes, 

Ily just degrees, an overhanging breadth, 

Sheltering tlie base with its projected eaves ; 

The uplifted frame, compact at every joint, 

And o\ erlaid witli clear translucent glass. 

He settles next upon the sloping mount, - 
Whose she.rp declivity shoots off secure 
From the dash’d pane the deluge as it falls. 

He shuts it close, and the first labour ends. 

'i’hrice must the voluble and restless earth 
Spin round upon her axle, ere the u armth, 

Slow gathering in the midst, through the siiuarc mass 
Diffused, attain Ihe surface: wdieii, behold I 
A pestilent and most coiTosive steam, 

Jake a gross fog ikeotian, rising fiist. 

And fast condenred upon the dewy sasli, 

A:dis egror.s ; which obtain’d, the overcharged 
And drench’d conservatory hivalhes r.broa'!. 

In volumes Avheeling slow, tliO vapour dahk; 

And, purified, rejoices to have lost 
Its foul inhubihint. ^]>ut to yssmige 
The impatient fervour, which it first conceives 
Within its recking bosom, threatening death 
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To his young hopes, requires discreet delay. . 
Experience, slow preceptress, teaching oft 
The way to glory by miscarriage Ibiil, 

Must prompt him, and admonish how to catch 
The auspicious moment, when the temper’d heat. 
Friendly to vital motion, may afford 
Soft fomentation, and invite the seed.-^^ 

The seed, selected wisely, plump, and smooth. 

And glossy, he commits to pots of size 
Diminutive, well fill’d with well-prepared 
And fruitful soil, that has been treasured long, 

And drunk no moisture from the dripping clouds. 
These on the warm and genial earth, that hides 
The smoking manure, and o’crspreads it all, 
lie places lightly, and, as time subdues 
'<’'he rage of fermentation, plunges deep 
In the soft medium, still they stand immersed. 

Then rise the tender germs, upstarting quick, 

And spreading -wide their spongy lobes : at first 
Pale, wan, and livid.; hut assuming soon. 

If fann’d by balmy and nutritious air, 

Strain’d through the friendly mats, a vivid green. 
Two leaves produced, two rough indented leaves. 
Cautious he pinches from the second stalk 
A pimple, that portends a future sprout, 

And interdicts its growth. Thence straight succeed 
The branches, sturdy to his utmost wish ; 

Prolific all, and harbingers of more. 

The crowded roots demand enlargement now, 

And transplantation in an ampler space. 

Indulged in what they Avish, they soon supply 
Large foliage, overshadowing golden flowers, 

Blown on the summit of the apparent fruit. 

These liave their sexes ; and wlicn summer shines. 
The bee transports the fertilizing meal 
From flower to ilower, and e’en the breathing air 
Wafts the rich prize to its appointed use. 

Not so when winter scowls. As'sistaut Art 
ITien acts in Natur<i's office, brings to pass 
The glad espousals, and ensures the crop.i. 

Grudge not, ye rich, rsince Luxury must have 
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tiis dainties, an^JjilJ^Vorld’s more numerous Kalf 
Lives by conlflving delicatos fojt.yoU,) 

Kl udge nof tlie cost. Ye little know the cares, 

The vigilance, the h^ttr, and the skill. 

That day and night' are exercised, and hang 
LJj)on the ticklish balance ot‘ suspense. 

That ye may garnish your profuse pegales 
With ^inmer fruits brought fortJS%y wintry suns. 

Ten tlioiisand dangers lie in vraift to thwart 
The process. Heat, and cold^nd wind, and steam, 
Moisture, and drought, riyce, worms, and swarming 
Minute as dust, and nUTn]|iferless, oft work [Hies, 

Dire disappointm^f, admits no Cure, 

And Avhich no cAre car/obviate.'* v It were long. 

Too long, to telL the expedients and the shifts 
Which he that fights a season so severe 
Devises^. ’Tfrliilc he guards his tender trust; 

And oft at last in vain. The learn’d and wise 
Sarcastic would'exclaim, and judge the song 
Cold as its theme, and like its theme the fruit 
Of too much labour, worthless when produced^ 

Who loves a garden loves a greenhouse too. 
Unconscious of a less propitiou|>..cU«tfe, 

There blooms exotic li.eautT,' warm and snug, 

While the win(^,whlstle, and the snows dcscen 
The spiry with unwitlieriug leaf - 

Shincs-there, and flourishes. The golden boast 
Of Portugal and we«t6'rn India there, 

The ruddier or^tTgc^^aid' tke paler lime, 

Pe^ throitgli their iKjlish’d foliage at the storm. 

And seem to smile at what they need not fear. 

'rile ainomum there Avith iiitenuingling flowers 
And cherries hangs her twigs. Geranium boasts 
Her crimson honours ; and tlic spangled beau, 

Pieoidos, glitters bright the winter long. 

All plants, of every leaf that can endure 
The winter’s frown, if scream’d from his shrewd bite, 
Live there, and prosper. Those Ausonia claims, 
Levantine regions these ; the Azores send 
Their jessamine, her jessamine remote 
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Caffrrvria : forci/^ucrs from many lands, 

They form one social shade, as if coiiveiiod 
By magic summons of the Orphean lyre. 

Yet just arrangement, rarely brought to pass 
But by a master’s hand, disposing >vell 
The gay diversities of leaf and flower, 

Must lend its aid to illustrate all their charms^ 
And dress the regular yet various scene. 

Plant behind plant a'^piriiiT, in iho van 
The dwarfish, in the rear retired, hut still 
Sublime above the rest, the stat. Her stand. 

So once were ranged tlic {:('ns of ancient I'omc, 
A noble show I while Roscius trod the stage ; 
And so, Avhile Garrick, ns rcrov/n’d as ho. 

The sons of Albion; fearing each to lose 
Some note of PJattire’s music from his li])S, 

And covetous of Shakspeare’s beauty, seen 
In every flash of his far beannng eye. 

Nor taste alone a^d well -contrived display 
Suffice to give tHe marsliall’d ranks tlie grace 
Of their complete effect. Much yet remains 
Unsung, and many cares are yet behind, 

And mor6 laborious ; cares on w'hicb depends 
Tiieir vigour, injured foon, not soon restored. 
The soil must be renew’d, whicJi ort('u wailfd 
JiOses its treasure of salubrious f,ults, 

And disappoints the roots; the slender roots 
Close interwoven, wdicro they meet the vaoC, 
Must smooth be f.hoi ii invay ; the sapless braiic 
Must fly before the knife; the wither'd leaf 
Must be detach’d, and where it strews the floor 
Swept with a woinau’s neatnevs, breeding else 
Contagion, and disseininaling death. 

Discharge but these kind ofii.a s (aial who 
Would spare, that loves tlu m, offices Rhe ihcci. 
Well they reward the toil. The siglit i ; plea^* 
The scent regaled^ each odoriferous loaf, 

Each opening blossom freely bi’eathes ctbrond 
Its gratitude, and tliaidvs him with its s^vccts. 

So manifold, all pleasing in their kind, 
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[ Ali healthful, are the employs of rural life, 

Iteiterated as the wheel of time 

Kiuis voiiricl; still ending ami l';Cginning still. 

Nor arc these all. To deck, the shapely knollj. 

That softly swell’d and gaily dress’d appears 
A llowery island, from the dark green lawn 
Emerging, must, l)c deem’d a labour due 
To no nic.in Ijnnd, and asks the touch of taste. 

Here al-o grateful mixture of well match’d 
And sorted hues, (each giving each relier,- 
And by contrasted beaut;^hining more,) 

Is needful. Strength mi^ AvieUl the ponderous spade, 
May turn the clod, and wlieel the compo.'^t homo ; 
liUt elegance, cliief grace the garden shows, 

And most attractive, is the fair result 
Of thought, the creature of a polish’d mind. 

Without it all is gothic as the scone 
To which the insipid citizen resorts 
Near yonder heath ; wdiere Industry mispent, 

Ihxt proud of his uncoutlx i)l-cliosen tasl:, 
lias made a licavou on earth ; with run;; and moons 
Of clo.so-i’anim’d r.tojies ha.s charged tlie cncinnberM ccil, 
And fairly laid tljc zddifib in tlie da; f. 

Tie theivfore, wlio would see Ids tiowei’S disposed 
Sightly and in just ordeiV'Crc he gives 
The beds llie trn.sted treasure of their se<‘ds, 

Forecasts the future whole.; that when the scene 
Shall break into its preconceived di^i-'hi}', 

Each for itself, and all as xvith one v(dcc 
Conspiring, may attest his bright design. 

Nor even then, disniisring as pevfornx'd 
His pleasant work, may he suppose it done. 

Few self-supported floxvers endiiro the xvind 
Uninjured, hut expect the upholding aid 
Of the smooth shaven prop, and, neatly tied, 

Ai’e wedded thus, like beauty to old age, 

For interest sake, the lix ing to the dead. 

Some clothe the soil that feeds them, lar diruseJ 
And lowly creeping, modest and yet faix', 



Like vi;i-tue, tliriving most where little seen ; 

Some, more aspiring, catch the neighbour shrub 
With clasping tendrils, and invest his branch, 

Else unadorn’d, -with many a gay festoon . 

And fragrant cliaplet, recompensing well 

The strength th(^)orr(J\y with the grace they lend. 

All hate the rank society of weeds, 

Noisome, and ever greedy to exhaust 

The impoverish'd earth ; an overhearing race, 

That, like the multitude made foction-mad, 

Disturb good order, and dcgmde true worth. 

0 hless’d seclusion from ii^rring world, 

Which he, thus occupied, enjoys ! Retreat 
Cannot indeed to guilty man restore 
Lost innocence, or cancel follies past; 

But it has peace, ''iid much secures the mind 
From all assaults of evil ; proving still 
A faithful barvier, not o’erleap’d with case 
By vicious (histoin, raging uiicontroUM 
Abroad, and desolating public life. 

When fierce temptation, seconded witliin 
By traitor Appetite, and arm’d with darts 
Temper’d in Hell, invades the throbbing breast. 

To combat may be glorious, and success 
Perhaps may crown us ; but to lly is safe. 

Had I the choice of sublunary good. 

What could I wish, tint 1 possess not-hero ? 

Health, leisure, means to improve it, friendship, peace. 
No loose or wanton, thougli a wandering, muse, 

And constant occupation, w’ithout care. 

Thus blest I draAV a picture of that bliss ; 

Hopeless indeed, that dissipated minds, 

And profligvitc abusers of a world 
Created fair so much in vain for them, 

Should seek the guiltless joys that t describe. 

Allured by my report : hut sure no less 
That self-condemn’d they must neglect the prize, 

And what they will net taste must yet approve. 

What we admire we praise : and, when we praise, 
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Advar.co it into iu ilco, tluit, iif> worth 
Ackiiow lodged, clhi^rs may adniiro it tvio. 

I therefore recommend, though at the ri.'k 
Of popular disgust, yet boldly still. 

The cause of piety and sacred truth, 

And virtue, and those seenes which Ood ordaiuM 
Should b-crat secure them and proihote them most, 
Scenes that I love, and with regret perceive 
Forsaken or through folly not enjoy’d. 

Pure is the nymph, though liberal of her smiltj.. 

And chaste, though un(s6ufiiied, whom I extol. 

Not as the prince in Shushan, when lie call’d. 
Vainglorious of her charms, his Vashti forth, 

To grace the full pavilion, llis design 
Was but to bf^ast his own peculiar good, 

Which all might view with envy, none pnrtiriic. 

My charmer is not mine alone ; my sweets^ 

And she that sweetens all ni^ bitters too, 

Nature, encbantin|T Nature, in whose form 
And lineaments divine 1 trace a hand 
That errs not, and find raptures still renew’d, 

Is free to all men — universal prize. 

Strange. that so fair a creature should yet want 
Admirers, and be destined to divide 
AVith meaner objects e’en the few she lindsi 
Stripp'd ot her ornaments, her leaves, and bowers, 

She loses all her influence. Cities then 
Attract us, and neglected Nature pines, 

Abandon'd, as unv. ortliy of our love. 

Ihit arc not wholesome airs, thougli unperfumed 
By roses ; and clear suns, though scarcely felt; 

And groves, if unharniouiou?, j et secure 
From clamour, and whose very silence charms; 

To be preferr’d to smt)ke, to the eclipse 
Tliat metropolitan volcanoes make, 

AVhose Stygian throats breathe darkness all clay lorf , 
And to the- stir of Commerce, driving- slow. 

And thundering loud, with his ten thoiwincl wheejs r 
They would be, were not madness in the head, 

And folly in the heart; were England iiov/ 
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What England was, plain, hospitable, kind, 

And undebauch’d. But wc have bid farewell 
To all the virtues of those better days, 

And all their honest pleasures, f Mansions once 
Knew their own mastei's ; and laborious hinds, 

WIio had survived the father, serv’d the son. 

Now the legitimate and rightful lord 
Is but a transient guest, newly arrived, 

And soon to be supT)lant('d. lie that saw 
His patrimonial timber ca'it its leaf 
Sells tlic last scantling, and transfers the price 
To some shrewd sharper, ere it bnds again. 

Estates are landscapes, gazed upon awhile. 

Then advertiFC’d and auctioneer’d away.^. 

The country starves, and tliey that fe(‘(l tlie o’ercharged 
And surfeited l.'wd town with her fair dues, 

B)*^ a just judgment strip and starve tlunnselves. 

The wings, that waft our riches out of sight, 

Grow on the gamester’s elbows ; and the alert 
And nimble motion of those restless joints, 

That never lire, soon fans them all away. 

Improvement too, the idol of the age, 

Is fed with many a victim. Lo, he comes ! 

The omnipotent magician, Brown, appears ! 

Down falls the venerable pile, the abode 
Of our forefathers — a grave whisker’d race. 

But tasteless. Springs a palace in its stead, 

But in a distant spot ; where more exposed 
It may enjoy the advantage of the north, 

And aguish east, till time shall ha^e transform’d 

Those naked acres to a sheltering grove. 

lie speaks. ’I'he lake in front becomes a lawn ; 

Woods vanish, hills subside, and valleys rise ; 

And streams, as if cn'ated for his use, 

Eursuc the track of his directing wand, 

Kiniious or straight, now rapid and now slow. 

Now murmuring soft, now roaring in cascade?— 

■E’en as he bids ! 'Fhe enraptured owner sinfles. 

'Tis finish’d, and yet, finish’d as it seems, 

Still wants a grace, the loveliest it could show, 
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A mine to satisfy the enormous cost. 

Drain’d to the last poor item of his wealth, 

He sighs, departs, and leaves the accomplish’d plan. 
That he has touch’d, retouch’d, many a long day 
Labour’d, and many a night pursued in dreams, 

Just when it meets his hopes, and proves the heaven 
He wanted, for a TV’ealthier to enjoy ! 

And now perhaps the glorious hour is come 
When, having no stake loft, no pledge to endear 
Her interests, or that gives her sacred cause, 

A moment’s operation on his love, 

He burns with most intense and flagrant zeal, 

To serve his country. Ministerial grace 
Deals him out money from the public chest ; 

Or, if that mine be shut, some private purse 
Suiiplics his need with a usurious loan, 

To be refunded duly, when his vote 

Well managed shall have earn’d its worthy price. 

O innocent, compared with arts like these, 

Crape, and cock’d pistol, and the whistling hall 
Sent through the traveller’s temples ! He that finds 
One drop of Heaven’s sweet mercy in his cup, . 

Can dig, beg, rot, and perish, well content, 
l?o he'may wrap himself in honest rags 
At his last gasp ; hut could not for a world 
Fish up his dirty and dependent bread 
From pools and ditches of the commonwealth. 

Sordid and sickening at his own success. 

Ambition, avarice, penury iiicurr’d 
13y endless riot, vanity, the lust 
Of pleasure and variety, dispatch. 

As duly as the swallows disappear. 

The world of wandering knights and squires to town, 
liOiidon ingulfs them all ! The shark is there. 

And the sliark’s prey ; tlie spendthrift, and the leech 
That sucks him ; there the sycophant, and he 
Who, with barelieaded and obsequious bows, 

Begs a warm office, doom’d to a cold jail 
And grout per diem, if his patron frown. 

The levee swarms, as if in golden pomp 
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Were character’d on every statc?raan's door, 

Batter’d and dankiuji’t fortunes mended here.’ 
These are the charms that sully and eclipse 
The charms of nature. ’Tis tlio cruel gripe 
That lean, hard-handed Poverty inflicts, 

The hope of better things, the chance to 'win, 

The ■wish to shine, the thirst to be amused. 

That at the sound of Winter’s hoary wing 
Unpeople all our counties of such herds 
Qf fluttering, loitering, cringing, begging, loose, 

And wanton vagrants, as make I^ondon, vast 
And boundless as it is, a crowded c()op. 

O thou, resort and mart of all the earth, 

Chequer’d with all complexions of mankind, 

And spotted with all crimes ; in whom I see 
Much that I love, and more that I admire, 

And all that I abhor; thou freckled fair, 

That pleasest and yet shock’st me, I can laugh, 

And 1 can weep, can hope, and can despond, 

Feel wrath and pity, when I think on thee ! 

Ten righteous would have sav’d a city once. 

And thou hast many righteous. — Well for thee — 
That salt preserves thee ; more corrupted else, 

And therefore more obnoxious, at this hour. 

Than Sodom in her day had power to be. 

For whom Viod heard bis Abraham plead in vain. 
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Book IV.— THE WINTER EVENING. 


THE ARGUMENT. 

Tlie poit comes in — ^The ncHspapor is read — 'Hie world contem- 
plated at a distance— Address to winter — The rural amiisemonts of 
a winter oveninu cdmparetl with the fashionable ones — Address to 
evening— A brown study — Fall of snovv in the evening — The wag- 
goner — A poor lamily piece — Tlie rural thief— Public houses — The 
multitude if them censured— The farmer’s daughter : what she 
was -what she is— The simplicity of country manners almost lost 
— Causes of the change — Desertion of (he country by the rich— 
Neglect of magistrates — The militia principally in fault — 'I’he new 
recruit and his transformation — Reilection on bodies corporate — 
The love of rural objects natural to all, and iiover to be totally 
extinguished. 


Hark I 'tis the twanging horn o’er yonder bridge, 
That with its wearisome hut needful length ' 
Bestrides the wintry flood, in which the moon 
Secs her unwrinkletl face reflected bright ; — 

He comes, the herald of a noisy world. 

With spatter’d hoots, strapp'd waist, and frozen locks ; 
News from all nations lumbering at his back. 

True to his charge, the close-pack'd load behind, 

Yet, ^careless what he brings, his one concern 
Is to conduct it to the destined inn ; 

And, having dropp’d the expected bag, pass on. 

He wliistles as he goes, light-hearted wretch, 

Cold and yet cheerful : messenger of grief , 

Perl taps to thousands, and of joy to some ; 

To him indifferent whether grief or joy. 

Houses in ashes, and the fall of stocks, 

Birtlis, deaths, and marriages, epistles wet 
With tears, that trickled down tlie writer’s cheeks 
Fast as the periods from his iluent quill, 

Or charged with amorous sighs of absent swains, 

Or nymphs responsive, equally affect 
His hor^:'? anti him, imconseious of them all. 
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But oh the important budget I usher’d in 
With such heart-shaking music, who can say 
What arc its tidings ? have our troops awaked ? 

Or do they still, as if with opium drugg’d, 

Snore to the murmurs of the Atlantic wave ? 

Is India free ? and does she wear her plumed 
And jewell’d turban with a smile of peace. 

Or do we grind her still ? The grand debate, 

The popular harangue, the tart reply. 

The logic, and the wisdom, and the wit, 

And the loud laugh — I long to know them all ; 

I burn to set the imprison’d wranglers free. 

And give them voice and utterance once agahij*^ 

Now stir the fire, and close the slmttors fast,', 

I.et fall the curtains, wheel the sofa round. 

And, while the bubbling and loud hissing urii 
Throws up a steamy column, and the cups, 

That cheer but not inebriate, wait on each, 

So let us welcome peaceful evening in. 

Not such liis evening, who with shi’iing face 
Sweats ill the crowded theatre, and, squeezed 
And bored with elbow points through both bis side% 
Outscolds the ranting actor on the stage : 

Nor Iiis, who patient stands till his feet throb, 

And liis head thumps, to feed upon the breath 
Of patriots, bursting with heroic rage, 

Or placemen, all traiKpiillity and .smiles. 

’J’his folio of four pages, happy work ! 

Which not e’en critics criticise ; tluit liolds 
Inquisitive attention, while I read, 

Fast bound in chains of silence, w'hieli the fair, 
Though eloquent themselves, yet fear to break ; 
What is it but a map of busy life. 

Its fiuctuations, and its vast concerns ? 

Here runs the mountainous and craggy ridge 
'I'hat tempts AinbitiouX On tlie summit sec 
The seals of oince glittenin his eyes ; 

He climbs, he pants, he grasps them ! At liis heels, 
Close at his heels, a demagogue aseends, 

And with a dextrous jerk soon twists him down, 
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And wins them, but to lose tliem in bis luni. 

Here rills of oily eloquence in soft 
Meanders lubricate the couree they lake; 

The modest speaker is ashamed and gri'rved 
I’o engross a moment’s notice; and yet fegs, 
llegs a propitious ear for his poor thoughts, 
However trivial all that he conceives. A 
Sweet bashfulness ! it claims at least thi^ praise , 
The dearth of information and good sense, 

Til at it foretells us, ahvays comes to pass. 

Cataracts of declamation thunder here ; 

There forests of no meaning spread the* page, 

111 which all comprehension wanders lost ; 

While fields of pleasantry amuse us there 
‘With merry descants on a nation’s woes, 

The rest appears a wilderness of strange 
But gay confusion ; roses for the cheeks 
And lilies for the brows of fiuled age, 

Teeth for the toothless, ringlets for the bald, 
Heaven, earth, and ocean, plunder’d of their sweets, 
Nectareous essences, Olympian dews, 

Sermons, and city feasts, and favourite airs, 
iEthereal journeys, submarine exploits. 

And Katerfelto, with bis hair on end \ 

At his own wonders, wondering for his bread. 

/^is pleasant, through the loopholes of retreat, 
Twpeep at such a world ; to see the stir 
Of the great Babel, and not feel the crowd ; 

To hear the roar she sends through all her gates 
At a safe distance, where the dying sound 
Falls a soft nuirniur on the uninjured ear. 

Thus sitting, and surveying thus at ease 
The globe and its concerns, I seem advanced 
To some secure and more lliaii mortal height, 

That liberates and exempts me from them all. 

It turns submitted to my \ lew, turns round 
With all its generations ; I beliold 
The tumult, and am still. The sound of war 
Has lost its terrors ere it reaches me ; 

Grieves, but alarms me not. >,1 mourn the pride 
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A lid avarice that make man a wolf to man , 

Hear the faint echo of tliose brazen throats, 

By wliich he speaks the language of his heart, 

And sighi but never tremble at the sound. 

He travels and eximtiatcs, as the bee 
From llower to flower, so he from land to land 
Tlie manners, customs, policy of all 
Pay contribution to the store he gleans; 

He sucks intelligence in every ■clime, 

And spreads the honey of his deep researcli 
*At his return— a rich repast for me. 

He travels, and I too. 1 ^read his deck. 

Ascend his topmast, through his peering eyes 
Discover countries, with a kindred heart 
^^ufter his woes, and share in his escapes ; 

While fancy, like the finger of a elock, 

Runs the great cirouit, and is still at home. 

V O Winter, rider of the inverted year, 

Tliy scatter’d liftir with sleet like ashes fill’d. 

Thy breath congeal’d upon thy lijis, thy cheeks 
Fringed witli a beard made white with other snows 
Tliaii those of age, thy forehead wrapped in clouds, 
A leafless branch thy sceptre, and thy throne 
A sliding car, indebted to no wheels. 

But urged by storms along its slippery way, 

I love thee, all unlovely as thou seem’st, 

And dreaded us thou artbiW'hou hold'st the sun 
A prisoner in the yet undAwiiiiig east. 

Shortening his journey hetween morn and noon, 
And luirrying him, impatient of his stay, 

Down to the rosy west^ but kindly still 
’ Compeusaljng his loss with added hours 
Of social converse and instructive ease, . '' 

And gathering, ^ short notice, in one group 
TJie family dispersed, and fixing thought, 

Not less dispeix’d by daylight and its cares, 
r crown thee king of intimate <lclights, 

Firi'&iile enjoyments, homeborn happiness. 

And ail llie eomforb; that the lowly roof 
Of uudislurb’d Betir-onent, and '<he hour.? 
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Of long uninterrupted evening know. \ 

No rattling wheels stop short before these gates; 

No powder’d pert, proficient in the art 
Of sounding an alarm assaults these doors 
Till the street rings ; no stationary steeds 
Cough their own knell, while, heedless of the sounds 
The silent circle fan themselves, and quake ; 

But here the needle plies its busy task, 

The pattern grows, tlie well-depicted flower, 
Wrought patiently into the snowy lawn, 

Unfblds its bosom; buds, and leavts, and sprigs, 

And curling tendrils, gracefully disposed. 

Follow the nimble finger of the fair; 

A wreath that cannot fade, of fiowers that blow 
With iribst success when all besides decay. 

The poet’s or historian’s page by one 
Made vocal for the amusement of the rest ; 

The sprightly lyre, whose treasure of sweet sounds 
The touch from many a trembling chord shakes out 
And the clear voice, symphonious, yet distinct, 

And in the charming strife triumphant still, 

Beguile the night, and set a keener edge 
,On female industry : the threaded steel 
Flies swiftly, and unfclt the task proceeds. 

The volume closed, the customary lites 
Of the last meal commence.. A Roman meal, 

Su(;Ji as the mistress of the^vorld once found 
Delicious, when her patriots of high note, 

Perhaps by moonlight, at their humble doors, 

And under an old oak’s domestic shade. 

Enjoy’d, spare feast ! a radish and an egg ! 

Discourse ensues, not trivial, yet not dull, 

Nor such as "with a frown forbids the play 
Of fancy, or proscribes the sound of niirth ; , 

Nor do we madly, like an impious world. 

Who deem religion frenxv. and the God 
That made them airintiuder on their joys, 

Start at his awful name, or deem his praise 
A jarriiig iiote.'\’;^Themes of a graver tone, 

EkciKng oft our gratitude and love, 

c 3 
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While we retrace wltli Mcuiory’s pointing v.am»y 

I past to oTir exact review, 

ve have ’scaped, tiie l)roken snare, 
it('d Toe, deliverance found 
life preserved, and peace restored, 
ipotent eternal love, 
iirtliy oftlie Clods! exclaim’d 
nd. C) evcniiii.s, I w ydy, 
ized and coveted than yoiur, 
lined, and with nobler truths, 
line, and those >»'e love, enjoy. 

Meous ill a ;iarb like this? 
iseeus lie me tra-’lc fur, the smoke of luinrs, 

The pent-up breatli of an unsavoury thron!:, 

To thaw him into fcjllng ; or the smart 
And snappish dialogue, that fiippaut wits 
Call comedy, to prompt him avith a smile ? 

The self-complacent actor, Mheii he views 
(Stealing a sididong glance at a full bouse) 

The slope of faces from the floor to the roof 
(As if one master spring controll’d thorn all) 

Kelax’d into a universal grin, 

Sees not a countenance there that speaks of joy 
Half so refined or so sincere ns ours. 

Cards were superfluous here, with all the tricks 
Tliat idleness has ever yet contrived 
To fill the void of an iinfurni^^h’d Irnin, 

'fo palliate dnlness, and give time a shovi*. 

Time, as he jiasses ns, has a d(>v<-’s wing, 

UiisoilM, and swift, and of a silken sound ; 
lint tb.e AV’ Grid’s Time is Time in innsipierade ! 
Theirs, should 1 paint him, has his pinions Hedged 
"With motley plumes ; and, wluu’c the peacock showf 
Ilis azure eyes, is tinctured black and red 
With spots quadrangular of diamond form,* 
Ensanguin’d hearts, clubs typical of strife, 

And spades, the emblem of untimely graves. 

What should he, and what was an hourglass once 
iBecomes a dice-box, and a billiard-mace 
Well docs the work of his de structive scythe. 



TUE WlNTEIl EYENTXG. 75 

Thus dock’d, he charms a -world whom Fashion blinds' 
To his true worth, most pleased when idle inost^,. 
Whose only happy arc their wasted hours. ' 

F’eu misses, at whose age their motliers wore 
The backstring and the bib, atsuinc the dress 
Of womanhood, fit pupils in the scliool 
Of card-devoted Time, and, iiiglit by night 
Placed at some vacant corner of the hoard. 

Learn every trick, and soon ])ljy all the game. 

]hit truce witli censure. Ivoving as 1 rove, 

Wliero shall I find an end, or liov»' ])roeccd? 

As he that travels far oft turns aside. 

To view some rugged rock or niouldci-iug tower, 
Which seen delights him not; then, coming liome, 
Describes and prints it, that the world may know 
llow far he went for what was nothing worth ; 

So I, with brush in hand and judlet spread, 

With colours mix’d for a far ditVerent uriC, 
cards, and dolls, and every idle thing 
jjjhat Fancy finds in lier excursive fliglits. . 

Come, Evening, once again, season of peace ; 

Return, sweet livening, and conTTnne long ! 

Mc'thinks I see thc(i in the streaky west, 

With matron step slow moving, while the Night 
Treads on tliy sweeping train ; one hand cinploy’d 
In letting fall tlie curtain of rep(>se 
On bird and beast, the other ehavgi d for man 
With sweet oblivion of the cares of dayi. 

Not sumptuously adorn’d, not needing aid, 

Like homely featured Night» of clustering gems ; 

A star or two, just twinkling on thy brou-, 

Suflices thee^'save that the nuf'-.n i.s thiiii.' 

No less thau?iers, not worn ii-deed on high 
With ostentatious pageantry, but set 
With modest grandeur in tliy purido zone. 

Resplendent less, but of an ampler round. 

Come then, and thou shall find thy votary calm, 

Or make m.e so. ;^ioinposur(i is tliy gift ; 

And, -whether I devote thy gentle hours 
To books, to music, or the poet’s toil } 
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To weaving nets for bird-alluring fruit ; 

Or twining silken threads round ivory reels, 

When they command whom man was born to please ; 
I slight thee not, but make thee welcome still-vc' 
Just when our drawing-rooms begin to blaz6 
With lights, by clear reflection multiplied 
From many a mirror, in which he of Gath, 

Goliath, might have seen his giant bulk 
Whole without stooping, towering crest and all, 

My pleasures too begin. Hut me perhaps 
The glowing heartli may satisfy awhile 
With faint illuininatioii, lliat uplifts 
The shadows to the c.^-iling, there by fits 
Dancing uncouthly to (he <piiveriiig flame. 

Not uudelightful is an hour to me 
So spent in parlour twilight : such a gloom 
Suits well the thoughtful or imthinkiiig mind, 

The mind contemplative, with some new theme 
Pregnant, or indisposed alike to all. 

Laugh ye, who l)oa‘ t your more mercurial pow'crs, 
That never felt a stupor, know no pause, 

Nor need one ; 1 am conscious, and confess, 

Fearless, a soul that does not always think. 

Me oft has Fancy ludicrous and wild 
Sootlied with a waking dream of houses, towers. 
Trees, churches, and strange visages, express’d 
111 the red cinders, while w ith poring eye 
1 gazed, myself creating what 1 sa'sv. 

Nor less amused, have I (puescent watch’d 
The sooty films that play upon tlie bars, 

Pendulous and foreboding, in the view 
Of superstitiou, prophesying still, . 

Though still deceived, some stranger’s near approach. 
'Tis thus the uiulerstauding takes repose 
In indolent vacuity of thouglit. 

And sleeps and is refresh’d. Meanwhile the face 

Conceals the mood lethargic with a mask 

Of deep deliberation, as the man 

Were task’d to his full strength, absorb’d and lost. 

Thus oft, reclined at ease, I lose an hour 
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At evening, till at length the freezing bhist, 

That sweeps the bolted shutter, simiiuons lioine 
The recollected powers ; and, snapping ^lort 
The glassy threads with which the h’ancy weaves 
Her brittle toils, restores me to myself. 

How calm is my recess ; and how the frost, 

Raging abroad, and tho rough wind, endear 
The silence and the warmth enjoy’d within ! 

I cqw maoHc and fields at close of day 
A variegated show ; the meadow's green, 

Though faded ; and the lands, wliere lately waved 
The golden harvest, of a mellow brown, 

Upturn'd so lately by the forceful share.. 

I saw far off the weedy fallows smile 
With verdure not unprofitable, grazed 
By flocks, fast feeding, and selecting each 
His favourite herb ; while all the leafless grovea. 
That skirt the horizon, word a sable hue, 

Scarce noticed in the kindred dusk of eve. 
To-morrow brings a change, a total change ! 
Which even now, though silently perform'd, 

And slowly, and by most unfelt, tlie face 
Of universal nature undergoes, 
hast falls a fleecy shower : the downy flakes 
Descendii^, and with never ceasing lapse, 

Softly alighting upon all below. 

Assimilate all objects. Earth receives 
Gladly tlie thickening mantle ; and the given 
And tender fllade, that fear’d the chill iijg bla.st. 
Escapes unhurt beneath so warm a veil?>- 
In such a world, so llu»rny, and whbre none 
Finds happini'ss unbliglited ; or, jgjpuud, 

Without some thi&tly son:ow' alHwFside ; 

It seems the part of wisdom, and no sin 
Against tlic law of love, to measure lots 
With less (listiugrnsh’d than ouvse.Urs ; that thus 
We may with patience liCcir our nioiliyalc ills, 

And syiTigatliizc with others suffering more, 

Ill fares the traveller now, and he that sliJI.s 
In ponderous boots beside his reeking team. 



The wain goes heavily, impeded sore 
By congregated loads, adhering close 
To the clogg’d wheels ; and in its sluggish pace 
Noiseless appears a moving hill of snow. 

The toiling steeds expand the nostril wide, 

While every breath, by respiration strong 
Forced downward, is cousolidati*d soon 
Upon their jutting chests. lie, form’d to hear 
The pelting brunt of the tempestuous nightp - . 

With half-shut eyes, and pucker'd cheeks, and tcell 
Presented bare against the storm, plods on. 

One hand secures his hat, save when with both 
He brandishes his pliant length of whip, 
Kesounding oft, and never heard in vain. 

O happy ; and, in my account, denied 
'I'hat sensibility of pain with which 
Kefinement is endued, thrice happy thou ! 

Thy frame, robust and hardy, feeds indeed 
The piercing cold, hut feels it nnimpair’d. 

.Tlic learned finger never need explore 
Thy vigorous imlse; and the nnhealthful cast, 
That breathes the spleen, and searches every bone 
Of the infirm, is wholesome air to thee. 

Thy days roll on exempt from household care ; 
Thy wagon is thy wife, and the poor beasts. 

That drag the dull companion to and fro, 

Thine helpless cliarge, dependent on thy care. 

Ah, treat them kindly 1 rude as thou appear’st, 

Yet show that tliou hast mercy ! which the great. 
With needless hurry Avliirl’d from i)lace to place. 
Humane as they would seem, not always show.y 
Poor, yet iiulusfrious, modest, quiet, neat. 

Such eluiiii eompassioii in a night like this, 

And have a fi iond in every feeling lu'art. 

Warm’d, while it lasts, by labour, all day long 
They brave the s/’ason, and yet find at eve, 

■ III cliul, and fed hut sparely, time to cool. 

The frugal housewife trembles when she lights 
Her scanty st- ek r»f hviisliwood, blazing clear 
But dying soon, like all terrestrial joys. 
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riie few small embers left she lutrscs well ; 

And, while her infant race, with outspread hands, 
And crowded knees, sit cowering o’er the sparks, 
Ketircs, content to quake, so they be warm’d. 

Tlie man feels least, as more inured than she 
To winter, and tlie current in his veins 
More briskly moved by his severer toil ; 

Yet he too linds his OAvn distress in theirs. 

The taper soon extinguish’d, which I saw 
Ihmgled along at the cold finger’s end 
.Tnst when the day declined; and the brown loaf 
Lodged on the shelf, half eaten without sauce 
Of savoury cheese, or butter, costlier still ; 

Sleep seems their only refuge : for, alas, 

Wliere penury is felt the thought is chained, 

And sweet colloquial pleasures are hut few ! 

'With all this thrift tliey thrive not. All the care, 
Ingenious Parsimony takes, but just 
Saves the smalUiuventory, bed, and stool, 

Skillet, and old carved chest, from public sale. 

They live, and live witliout extorted alms 
From grudging hands ; hut other boast have none 
To fiootiie their honest pride, that scorns to beg, 

Nor comfort else, hut in their mutual 
I praise you much.'jx* meek and patient pitrP^ 

For jc are worthy ; clioosing rather far . 

A dry l.ut independent crust, hard earn’d, 

And eaten with a sigljf than to endure 
The rtiyji^ed frowns and insolojit rebuffs 
Of knaves in office, partial in the work 
Of distribution; liberal of their aid 
To clamorous importunity in rags, 

Put ofttimes deaf to slfpplinnts, who would blush 
To wear a tatter’d garb however coarse, 

Whom famine cannot reconcile to filth ; 

These ask with painful shyness, and, refused 
Pecause deserving, silently retire ! 

Put be ye of good courage ! Time itself 

Shall much befriend you. Time sliall give increase 

And all your niuneroiLS progeny, well train’d. 
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But helpless, iu lew jears shall Ihul their iiamls. 
And labour too. Mcamvliik* ye shall not want 
What, conscious of your virtues, we can spare. 

Nor what a wealthier than ourselves may send. 

I mean the man who, when the distant poor 
Need help, denies them nothing hut his name. 

But poverty with most, wlio whimper forth 
Their long complaints, is self-inflicted woe ; 

The effect of laziness or sottish waste. 

Now goes the nightly thief prowling abroad 
For plunder; much solicitous how best 
He may compensate for a day of sloth 
By works of darkness and nocturnal WTong. 

Woe to the gardener’s pale, the farmer’s hedge. 
Plash’d neatly, and secured with driven stakes 
Deep in the loamy hank. Uptom by strength, 
Resistless in so bad a cause, but lame 
To better deeds, he bundles up the spoil, 

An ass’s burden, and, when ladtm most 
And heaviest, light of foot steals fast away. 

Nor does the boarded hovel better guard 
The wcll-stack’d pile of riven logs and roots 
From his pernicious force. Nor will he leave 
Unwrench’;^ the door, however well secured, 
AVhere Chanticleer amidst his harem sleeps 
In unsuspecting pomp. Twitch’d from the perch, 
lie gives the princely bird, with all his wives, 

To his voracious bag, struggling in vain, 

And loudly W'onderiiig at the sudden changu. 

Nor this to feed his owui. ’Tw ere some excuse," 
Did pity of their sniferings warp aside 
Ilis principle, and tempt him into sin 
For their support, so destitute. But they 
Neglected pine at home ; themselves, as more 
PjX posed than "others, with less scruple made 
Ilis victims, rohb’d of their defenceless all. 

Ouel is all he does. ’Tis quenchless thirst 

Of ruinous ebriety that prompts 

His every action, and imbrutes the man. 

Oh for a law to noose the villain’s neck 
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Who st;n*ves his own ; who persecnU'S Ihc hlooil 
He gave them in his children’s veins, and hates 
And wrongs the woman he has sworn to love I 
Pass w'licre we may, through city or through tow n, 
Village, or hamhd, of this merry land, 

Though lean and beggar’d, every twentieth pace 
Conducts the unguarded nose to such a whift' 

Of stale debauch, forth issuing from the styes 
That law has licensed, as makes temperance reel. 
There sit, involved and lost in curling clouds 
Of Indian fume, and guzzling deep, the boor, 

The lackey, and the groom : the craftsman there 
Takes a Lethean leave of all his toil ; 

Smith, colder, joiner, he that plies tlie shears. 

And he that kneads the dough ; all loud alike, 

All learned, and all drunk ! the tiddle screams 
Plaintive and piteous, gs it wept and wailed 
Its wasted tones and harmony unheard; 

Fierce the dispute, whate’er the theme ; while she, 
Fell discord, arbitress of such de!)ate. 

Perch’d on the sign-post, holds with even hand 
Her undecisive scales. In this she lays 
A weight of ignorance; in that, of pride; 

And smiles delighted with the eternal poise. 

Dire is the frequent ciirae, and its twin sound, 

The cheek-distending oath, not to be praised 
As omatneiital, musical, polite, 

Like those modern senators employ. 

Whose oath \|H|J^toric, and wlio swear for fame ! 
Pehold the scjHfejn which plebeian minds. 

Once simple, aSP^tiated in arts, 

Which some maHfeeti&e w'itli politer grace, 

But none with rSB^ skill ! — ’tis here they learn 
The road that IcapKoin comiieteiiee and peace 
To indigence andij^ne ; till at last 
Society, grown w<^p of the load. 

Shakes her encum^'d lap, and casts them out. 

But censure profit^ktlc : vain the attemj)! 

To advertise in verse a public pest. 

That, like the filth with which the peasant feeds 
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His hungry acres, stinks, and is of use. 

The excise is fatten’d with the rich result 
Of all this riot; and ten thousand casks, 

For ever dribbling out their base contents, 

Touch’d by the IMidas finger of the state, 

Bleed gold for ministers to sport away. 

Drink, and he mad then ; ’tis your country bids ! 
Gloriously drunk, obey the important call ! 

Her cause demands the assistance of your throats ; — 
Ye all can swallow, and she asks no more. 

Would I liad fallen upon those liappier days, 

That poets celebrate; those golden times, 

And tho-e Arcadian scenes, tliat Maro sings, 

And Sidney, warbler of poetic prose. 

Nymphs were Dianas then, and swains had hearts 
I'liat felt their virtues: Innocence, it seems, 

From courts dismiss’d, found shelter in the groves j 
The footsteps of Simplicity, impri>ss’d 
Upon the yielding herbage (so they sing) 

Then were not all efifaced ; then speech profane 
And manners protligate were rarely found, 
Observed as prodigies, and soon reclaim’d. 

Vain wish ! those days were never : airy dreams 
Sat for the picture ; and the poet’s liand, 

Imparting substance to an empty shade, 

Imposed a gay delirium for a truth. 

Grant it ; — I still must envy them an age 
That favour'd such a dream ; in days like tlicse 
Impossible, when \’irtue is so scarce, 

That to suppose a scene wliere she presides, 

Is tramontane, and stumbles all belief. 

No :i we are polish’d now' ! tlie rural lass. 

Whom once her virgin modesty and grace, 

Her artless manners, and her neat attire, 

So dignified, that she was hardly loss 
Than the fair shepherdess of okl romance, 

Is seen no more. The character is lost ! 

Her head, adoni’d witli lappets pitiu’tl aloft, 

And ribands streaming' gay, sujjorbly raised, 

And mtignified beyond all humaii size, 
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Incltibtcd to some smart wig-weaver's hand 
For more than half the tresses it sustains ; 

Her elbows rutiled, and her tottering form 
ill propp’d upon French heels; she might be deem'd 
(But that the basket dangling on her arm 
Interprets her more truly) of a rank 
Too proud for dairy w'ork, or sale of eggs. 

Ex])ect her soon with footboy at her heels. 

No longer blushing for her awkward load. 

Her train and her umbrella all her care! • 

The town Iras tinged the country; and the stain 
A])pears a spot upon a vestal’s robe, 

'file worse for what it soils. The fashion runs 
l;<>wn into scenes still rural ; but, alas ! 

Scenes rarely graced with rural manners now ! 

Time was when in the pastoral retreat 

The unguarded clooi' was safe ; men did not watch 

'fo invade another's right, or guard their own. 

Then sleep was undisturb’d by fear, uiiscar'd 
By di’unken bowlings; and the chilling tale 
Of midnight murder was a wonder heard 
With doubtful credit, told to Irightcii l.'abos. 

■But farewell now to unsuspicious niglilr, 

And slumbers unalarm’d! Now, ere you sleep, 

See that your polish’d arms be primal uitli eiue. 

And drop the nightbolt ; — ruffians are abroad ; 

And the first ’larum of the cock’s shrill throat 
jMay prove a trumpet, summoning your car 
To horrid sounds of liostile feet witliin. 

E’en daylight has its dangers ; and the walk 
T’hrough pathless wastes and woods, unconscicus once 
Of other tenants than melodious birds, 

Or liarmless flocks, is hazardous and liold. 

Lamented cliangc ! to which full many a cause 
Inveterate, ho])cless of a cure, conspire?. 

The course of himiaii things from good to ill, 

From ill to worse, is fatal, never fails. 

Tiicroase of power begets increase of wealth ; 

Wealth luxury, and luxury excess; 

Excess, the scrofulous and itchy plague. 
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That seizes first the opulent, descends 
To the next rank contagious, and in time 
Taints downward all the graduated scale 
Of order, from tlie chariot to the plough. 

The rich, and they that have an arm to check 
The license of the lowest in degree. 

Desert their ofiice; and themselves, intent 
On pleasure, haunt the capital, and thus 
To all the violence of lawless hands 
Resign the scenes their presence might protect. 
Authority herself not seldom sleeps, 

Though resident, and witness of the wrong. 

The plump convivial parson often bears 
The magisterial sword in vain, and lays 
His reverence and his worship both to rest 
On the same cushion of habitual sloth. 

Perhaps timiditv^estrains his arm ; 

When he should strike he ^eniblcs, and sets free, 
Himself enslaved by teh’or of the band, 

The audacious convict, whom he dares not bind. 
Perhaps, though by profession ghostly pure. 

He too may have his vice, and sometimes prove 
Less dainty than bccom(‘s his grave outside 
In lucrative concerns. Examine well 
Ilis milk-white hand ; the palm is hardly clean— 
But here and there an ugly smutch appears. 

Foil ! ’twas a bribe that left it : he has touch’d 
Corruption ! Whoso seeks an audit here 
Pi’i^itious, pays his tribute, game or fish, 
l^ldfowl or venison, and his errand speeds. 

I But faster far, and more than all the rest, 

A noble gause, which none, who bears a spark 
Of publicyirtnc, ever v/ish’d removed, 

Works the deplored and mischievous effect. 

’Tis universal soldiership has stabh'd 
The heart o^ierit in the meaner class. 

Arms, through the vanity and brainless rage 
Of those that hear them, in whatever cause, 

Seem most at variance with all moral good,- 
And incompatible with serious thought^ 
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The clown, the child of nature, without gs^le. 
Blest with an infant *s ignorance of all 
But his own simple pleasures; now and then 
A wrcstling-match, a foot-race, or a fair; 

Is balloted, and trembles at the news : 

Sheepish he doffs Lis hat, and mumbling swears 
A bible-oath to be whate'cr they please. 

To do he knows not what. The task perform’d. 
That instant he becomes the serjeant s care. 

His pupil, and his torment, and his jest, 
llis awkward gait, his introverted toes, 
lleiit knees, round shoulders, and dejected looks 
Procure him many a curse. B}' slow degrees, 
Unapt to learn, and form’d of stubborn stuff’, 
lie yet by slow degrees puts off himself, 

Grows conscious of a change, and likes it well : 
He stands erect; his slouch becomes a walk ; 

He steps right onward, martial in' his air, 

His form, and movement; is as sliiart above 
As meal and larded locks can make him ; wears 
11 is hat, or his plumed helmet, with a grace; 
And, his three years of heroship expired, 
Returns indignant to the slighted plough. 

He hates the field, in which no fife or drum 
Attends him ; drives his cattle to a march ; 

And sighs for the smart comrades he has left. 
'Tw'ere well irtte exterior change were all- 
But with his clumsy port the wretch has lost 
His ignorance and harmless manners too. 

To swear, to game, to drink ; to show at homo, 
By lewdness, idleness, and sabbath breach, 

The great proficiency he made abroad ; 

To astonish and to grieve his gazing friends ; 

To break some maiden’s and his mother’s heart 
To be a pest where he was useful once ; 

Arc his sole aim, and all his glory now. 

Man in society is like a flower 
Blow'n ill its native bed : ’tis there alone 
His faculties, expanded in full bloom, 

Shine out; there only reach their proper use. 
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But man, associated and leagued 'vvitli man 
By regal warrant, or self-join’d by bond 
For interest sake, or swarming into clans 
Beneath one head for purposes of war, 

Like f.oweis selected from the rest, and hound 
And bundled close to fill some crowded vase, 
Fades rapidly, and, by compression inarr’d, 
Contracts defilement not to be endured. 

Hence charter’d boroughs are such publi<‘. plagues 
And burgliers, men immaculate perhaps 
In all their private functions, once combined, 
Become a loathsome body, only fit 
For dissolution, hurtful to the main. 

Hence merchants, unimpeachable of sin 
Against the charities of domestic life. 
Incorporated, seem at once to lose 
Their nature; and, disclaiming all regard 
For mercy and the common rights of man, 

Build factories with blood, conducting trade 
At the sword’s point, and dyeing the white robe 
Of innocent connni'rcial Justice red. 

Hence too the field of glory, as the world 
Misdeems it, dazzled by its bright array, 

With all its majest^f^tinderiiig pomp, 
Enchanting muskf^u immortal wreaths, 

Is but a school, where thoughtlessness is taught 
Oil principle, where foppery atones 
folly, gallantry for every vice. ^ 

JjKut slighted as it is, and by the great 
flroandon’d, and, M hieh still 1 more regret, 
Infected with the manners and the modes 
It knew not once, the country v/ins me still. 

I never framed a wish, or torm’d a plan, 

That flatter’d me with hope s of earthly bliss, 

But there 1 laid the scene. There early straj ’d 
My fancy, ere yet liberty of choice 
Had found me, or the hope of being fi ee. 

My veiy dreams were rural ; rural too 
The firstborn efforts of my youthful muse, 
Sportive, and jingling her poetic bells 
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Krc yet her ear was mistress of their powers. 

No hard could please me but whose lyre was timed 
To Nature's praises. Heroes and their feats 
Fatigued me, never weary of the pipe 
Of Tityrus, assembling, as he sang, 

Tiie rustic throng beneath his favoiu'ite ■•eeeh. 

Tiien Milton had indeed a poet’s charinr : 

New to my ta^te, his Paradise surpass'd 
The struggling efforts of my boyish tongue 
To speak its excellence. I danced for joy, 

I marvell’d much that, at so ripi an ago* 

As twice seven years, Ijis beauties luui t'nen first 
Engaged my wonder; and admiring si ill, 

And still admiring, Avith regret supposed 
The joy half lost, l)ecaiisi‘ not sooner found. 

Tlnl|jje too, enamour’d of the life I loved, 

Pathetic in its prais*.*, in its jmrsiiit 
Determined, and possessing it at last, 

With^ranrports, such as favour'd lovers feel, 

I studied, pri;^ed, and v/ish’d that I had known 
Ingenious Cowley ! and, though now reelaiiifd 
liy modern lights from an erronemis taste, 

T cannot but lament thy splendid wit 
bhitangled in the cobwebs of the schools.,, 

I still revere thee, courtly though retired ; 

Tliough stretch’d at case in Chertsey’s silent bowers. 
Not uneinploj'iirtv and finding ricli amends 
For a lost w'orld m solitude and verse. 

’Tis born with all ; the love of Nature s woi*ks 
Ts an ingrcilient in the comimund man. 

Infused at the creation of the kind. 

AjkI, though the Aluii^hty ?d:iker lias througl.out 
Discriminated each from each, hy .‘trokos 
And touches of his l)and, with so imicii art 
Diversified, that two were never found 
Twins at all points — yet this obtj[iins in all. 

That all discern a beaiUy in his works. 

And all can taste theni^ininds that liave been form’d 
And tutor’d, willi a relish more exiict, 

Put none without some relish, none umjioved. 
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It is a flame that dies not even there 

Where nothing feeds it : neither business, crowds, 

Nor habits of luxurious city life, 

Whatever else they smother of true worth 
In Iminyn bosoms, quench it or al^te.^ 

The'^viiii::! with which IjOikIou stands begirt, 

Like a swartli Indian with his belt of beads, 

Prove it. VA breath of unadulterate air. 

The glimpse of a green pasture, how they cheer 
The citizen, and brace liis languid frame ! . 

E’en in the stifling bosom of the town V 
A garden, in which nothing thrives, has charms 
That soothe the rich possessor; much consoled, 
That here and there some sprigs of mournful mint, 
Of nlghtsliade, or valerian, grace the wall 
lie cultivates. * These serve him with a hint 
That Nature lives ; that sight-refreshing green 
Is still the liYeiy she delights to wear. 

Though sickly samples of the exuberant whole. 
What are the casements lined with creeping herbs, 
The prouder sashes fronted with a range 
Of orange, myrtle, or tlie fragrant weed. 

The Frencliman’s darling are tliey not all proofs 
That man, immured in cities, still retains 
Ilis inborn inextinguishable thirst 
Of rural scenes, compensating his loss 
By supplemental shifts, the best lie may ? 

The most unfiiliiish’d with the means of life, 

And they that never pass their brick- wall bounds, 
To range the fields and treat their lungs with air, 
Yet feel the burning instinct: over liead 
Suspend their crazy boxes, planted thick, 

And water’d duly. There tlie pitcher stands, 

A fragment, and the spoutless teapot there ; 

Sad witnesses liow close-pent man regrets 
The c-ountry, with what ardour he contrives 
A peep at Nature, when he can no more. 

Hail, therefore, patroness of health and (;ase 
And contemplation, lioart-consoling joys, 

* Mignonette. 
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And harmless pleasures, in the thronpf'd abode 
Of multitudes unknown ! hail, rural life ! 
Address himself who will to the pursuit 
Of honours, or emolument, or fame ; 

I sliail not add myself to such a chase, 

Thwart his attempts, w envy his success. 

Some must be great, y^reat offices will ha^ c 
Great talents. And God gives to every man 
The virtue, temper, understanding, taste. 

That lifts him into life, and lets him fall 
Just in the niche he v/as ordain’d to tiW.y 
To the deliverer of an injured land 
He gives a ton];ue to enlarge upon, a heart 
To mel, and courage to redress her wrongs ; 

To monarclis dignity ; to judges sense ; 

To artists ingenuity and skill ; 

To me an unambitious mind, content 
In the low vale of life, that early felt 
A wish for ease and leisure, and ere long 
Found here that leisure and that ease I wisl/dr 
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Book V.— THE WINTER MORNING 
WALK. 


THE AlUiUMENT. 

A frasty morning — The fo.l<loriiig of cAttlo— Tlio woodman jukI 
his dog — The poultry — Whimsical ellVcis of frost at a waterfall - 
The Empress of Russia’s palace of ice — Amusements of monarcli« 
— War, one of them — Wars, m hence — And whence monarchy — 
The evils of it — English and French loyally cvmtrasfed — Tlie li iS' 
tille, and a prisoner there — Liherty the chief recommendation o' 
tliis country — Modern patriotism questionable, and why -TIu 
perishable nature ofthe best humati institutions — Spiritual libert) 
not perishable — TheshwEb state of man by nalure— Deliver blm, 
Deist, if you can — (Jrace must do it — 'I'he respi*ctive merits ol 
patriots and martyrs stated— Tiieir ditferent treatment — Hapnt 
freedom of the man whom grace makes free— His relish of tut 
works of God — Address to the Creator. ^ 


’Tis morning ; and the sun, with ruddy orb 
Ascending, fires the horizon; wliile the clouds, 
Tliat crowd away before the chiving wind, 

More ardent as the disk emerges more. 

Resemble most some city in a blaze, 

Seen through the leafless wood. Ills slanting ray 
Slides ineffectual down the snowy vale, 

And, tinging all witli.liis own rosy hue, 

From every herb and every spiry blade 
Stretches a length of shadow o’er the field. 

Mine, spindling into longitude immense. 

In spite of gravity, and sage remark 
That I myself am but a fleeting sliade, 

Provokes me to a smile. With eye askance 
I view the muscular pi’oportion'd limb 
Transform’d to a lean shank. The shapeless pair 
As they design’d to mock me, at my side 
Take step for step ; and, as I near ajiproach 
The cottage, walk along the plaster'd wall. 
Preposterous sight ! the legs without the man. 
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riic verdure of the plain lies buried deep 
ileiieath the dazzling deluge ; and the bents, „ 

And coarser grass, upspearing o’er the rest, 

Of late unsightly and unseen, now shine... 
(’on.spicuous, and in bright appare^ clad. 

And Hedged with icy feathers, n(Mf^)erb. 

The cattle mourn in corners, wherfi^l^ fence 
Screens them, and seem half-pctrific|^» Meep 
In unrecumbent sadness. There thtsyPait 
'rheir wonted fodder ; not like hung^feg man. 

Fret {’ill if unsnpplied ; but silent, ineeR, 

And patient of the slow-paced swain’s delay. , 

He from the stack carves out the accustom’d load, 
Deep plunging, and again deep plunging oft. 

His broad keen knife into the solid mass : 

Sinootli as a wall the upright remnant stands, 

With such undeviating and even force 
1 le severs it away : no needless care, 

Lest storms should overset the Icaniiiff pile 
Deciduous, or its om'u unbalanced weight. 

Fortli goes the woodman, leaving nneoneem’d , 

I'he clieerful liaimts of man ; to wield tlie axe 
And drive the wedge in yonder forest drear, 
bhorn morn to eve his solitary task. 

Shaggy, and lean, and slircwd, with pointed ears 
A ml tail cropp’d short, half lurcher and half cur. 

His dog^attends him. j Close behiiul his heel 
Now creeps he slow ; and now, with many a frisk 
Wide scampering, snatches up the drilled snow 
With ivory teeth, or idoughs it with his snout ; 

Then shakes his powder’d coat, and barks for joy. 
Heedless of all his pranks, the sturdy churl 
Moves right toward the mark ; nor stops for aught, 
Hut now and then with pressure of his thumb 
To adjust the fragrant charge of a short tube, 

Tiiat hinies beneath his nose ; the trailing cloud 
Streams far behind him, scenting all the air. ' 

^ Now from the roost, or from the iieighbouriV.g pale, 
'' Where, diligent to catch the first fair gleam 
Of smiling day, they gossip’d side by side, 



92 TITE TASK. 

Come trooping at the housewife’s w ell-known call 
The feather’d tribes domestic. Half on wing, 

And half on foot, they brush the fleecy flood, 
Conscious, and fearful of too deep a plunge. 

The sparrows peep, and quit the sheltering eaves, 

To seize the fair occasion: well they eye 
The scatter’d ^rain, and thievishly resolved 
To escape the impending famine, often scared 
As oft return, a pert .voracious kind, t 
Clean riddance qiiick^ made, one only care 
Hcmains to each, the Search ot sunny nook. 

Or shed impervious to the blast, liesigu’d 
To sad necessity, the cock foregoes 
His wonted strut ; and, Avading at their head 
With well-consider’d steps, seems to resent 
His alter'd gait and stateliness retrencli’d. 

IIow find the myriads, that in summer cheer 
The hills and valleys with their ceaseless songs, 

Due sustenance, or where subsist they now ? 

Earth yields them nought : the imprison’d worm is safe 
Heneath the frozen clod ; all seeds oi herbs 
liie cover’d close ; and berry-bearing thorns. 

That feed the thrush, (whatever some suppose,) 

Afford the smaller minstrels no supply. 

, The long protracted rigour of the year 
Thins all their numerous flocks. In chinks and holes 
Ten thousand seek an unmolested end, 

As instinct prompts ; self-buried ere they die. 

The very rooks and daws forsake the fields. 

Where neitlicr grub, nor root, nor earth-nut now 
Itepays their labour more ; and, perch’d aloft 
By the way-side, or stalking in the path, 

Lean pensioners upon the traveller’s track. 

Pick up their nauseous dole, though sweet to them, 

Of voided pulse or half digested grain. ^ 

The streams are lost amid the splendid blank, 
O’erwhelming all distinction. On the flood, 

Iiulurated and fix’d, the showy Aveight 
I.ies uiidi.sjsolv’d ; Avhile silently beneath. 

And nnperceived, the current steals aAVuy. 
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“Not so where, scornful of a check, it leaps 
The mill-dam, -dashes on the restless M'heel, 

And wantons iu the pebbly gulf below : 

No frost can bind it there ; its utmost force 
Can but arrest the light and smoky mist 
That in its fall the liquid sheet throws wide. , 

And see where it has hung the embroider’d banks 
With forms so various, that no powers of art, 

The pencil or the pen, may trace the scene r . " 

Here glittering turrets rise, upl^aring higli. 
(Fantiistic misarrangement !) on the roof 
Large growth of what may seem the sparkling trees 
And shrubs of fairy land. The crystal drops 
That trickle down the branches, fast congeal’d. 
Shoot into pillars of pellucid length. 

And prop the pile they but a dorn’d l:efore. 

Here grotto within grotto safe d^^fics 
Tlie suntam ; there, embossed and fretted wild, 
The grow^g wonder takes a thousand shapes 
Capricious, in which f:ncy seeks in vain 
The likeness of some objects seen before. 

Thus Nature works as if to mock at Art, 

And in defiance of her rival powers ; 

Hy these fortuitous amf random strokes 

Performing such inimitable feats 

As she with all her mles can never reach. 

Less worthy of applause, though more a^ired, 
Because a novelty, the work of man, ^ 

Imperial mistress of the fur-clad IhissfS^ 

Thy most magnificent and mighty freak, 

The 'wonder of the North. No forest fell 
When thou wouldst build ; no quarry sent its stores 
To enrich thy walls: but thou didst hew the floods, 
And make thy marble of the glassy wave. ' « 

In such a palace Arisbeus found 
Cyrene, when he bore the plaintive tale - 
Of his lost bees to her materiial car : 

In such a palace Poetry might place 
The arn iQ ury of Winter ; wliere his troops, 

The gloomy clouds, find w^eapons, arrowy sleet 
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Skin-pierdng volley , blossom-bruisiug liail, 

And snow, that i-ften blinds the travelUr’s conrsp. 

And wraps him in an unex pec ted tomb. 

Silently as a di’eam the fabric rose } 

No sound of Iniinuier or of saw was there. 

Ice upon ice, the well-aiyiisted parts 
Were soon co njoi n*d : nor other cement ask’d 
Than water interfused to make them one. - 
Lamps gracefully disposed^ and of' all hues, 

Ill um ined every side; a watery light 

Gl^in’d through the clear transparency, that seem’d 

Another moon new risen, or nie^pr fallen / 

From heaven to earth, of lambent flame serene. 

So stood the brittle prodigy ; though smooth 
And slippery the materials, yet frosthound 
Firm as a rock. Nor wanted aught within, 

That royal re.sideuce might well bi'lit, 

For grandeur or for use. Long wavy wreaths 
Of flowers, that fear’d no enemy but warmth, 

Blush’d on the panels. Mirror needed none 
Where all was vitreous; but in order due. 

Conyjyial table ainTcommodious seat 

(What seem’d at least commodious seat) were there ; 

Sofa, and couch, and high-built throne august, 

The same lubricity was Ibuiid in all, 

And all was moist to the warm touch ; a scene 
Of evanescent glory, once a stream, 

And soon to slide into a stream again. 

Alas ! ’twas but a morti5:hig stroke 
;Of undesigned severity, that glanced 
^ade by a monarch) on hej’ own o&tnte, 

On human grandeur and the courts of kings. 

^Twas transient in its nature, as in show 
'Twas durable; as worthless, as it seem’d 
Intrinsically precious ; to the foot 
Treacherous and false; it smiled, and it was cold. *,\ 
Great princes have great playtjiings. Some have 
At hewing mountains into men, aiul some [play’d 
At building human wornlers luountain high. 

Some have aiuused tlie dull sad years of life 
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(Life spent in indql$nce, and therefore sad) 

With schemes of monumental fame; and sought 
By pyramids and majisolean jjomp. 

Short-lived themselves, to immp,vtalize their bones. 
Some seek divjursion in the tented field, 

And make the sorrows of mankind their sport. 

But war *s a game which, were their subjects wise. 
Kings would not play at. Nations would do well 
To extort their truncheons from the pimy hands 
Of heroes, whose in^m and baby miilds 
Are gratified with mischief, and who spoil, 

Because men suffer it, their toy, the World. 

When Babel was confounded, and the great 
Confederacy of projfiotors wild and vain 
Was split into diYjersity of tongues. 

Then, as a shepherd separates his flock, ^ 

These to the upland, to the valley thos^^J 
God dravc asunder, and assign’d their lo^ 

To tdl the natfbns. Ample was the l)Qpn ^ 

He gave them, in its distribution fair KvX' 

And equal ; and he bade them dwell in^peace. 

Peace was awhile their care : they plough'd, and sov/’d, 
And reap’d their plenty, without grudge or strife ; 

But violence can never longer sleep 

Than human passions please. In every heart’ 

Are sown the sparks that kindle fiery war ; 

Occasion needs but fan tbeiivnnd they blaze. ^ 

Cain had already shed a bfotlicr’s blood ; 

The deluge wash’d it out; but leftuuqueneh’d 
The seeds of murder in the breast of man. 

Soon by a righteous judgment in the line 
Of his descending progeny w^as found 
The fljtet artificer of death ; the shrewd 
Contr^r, who first sweated at the forge. 

And wRed the blunt and yet iinbloodied steel 
►To a keen edge, and made it bright for war.' 

Him, Tubal named, the Vulcan of old times. 

The sword and flJchion their inventor claim ; 

And the first smith was the first murderer’s son. 

His art survived the w aters ; and ere long. 
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When man was multiplied and spread abroad 
In tribes and clans, and had begun to eall 
These meadows and that range of liills liis own, 

The tasted sw'eets of property begat 
Desire of more; and industry in some, 

To improve and cultivate their just demesne, 

Made others covet what they saw so fair. 

Thus war began on earth : these fouglit for spoil, 
And those in self-defence. ' Savage at first 
TJie onset, and irregular. At length 
One eminent above the rest for strength, 

For stratagem, or courage, or for all. 

Was chosen leader;* him they served in war, 

And him in peace, fof sake of warlike deeds 
Kevcrenced no less. Who could with him compare i 
Or who Fo worthy to control themselves. 

As he, whose pro\tess had subdued their foes ? 

Thus war, alfording field for the display# 

Of virtue, made cue chief, whom times of peace, 
Which have thep* exigeiicies too, and call 
For skill in government, at length made king. 

King was a name too proud for man to wear 
With modesty and meekness ; and the crown, : 

So dazzling in their eyes who set it on, 

Was sure to intoxicate the brows it hound. 

It is the abject property of most, 

That, being parcel of the common mass, 

And destitute .of means to raise themselves, 

They sink and settle lower than they need. 

They know not what it is to feel Avithin 
A comprehensive faculty, that grasps 
Great purposes Avitli en.se, that turns and wields, 
Almost without an effort, plans too vast- 
For their conception, Avhich they cannot movq 
.Gonsqious of impotence they soon grow drunk 
With gazingj^vhen they see an able man 
Step forth to notice?, and, btso^ed tluis,.^ 

Build him a pedestal, and say," ** Stand there, 

And be our admiration and our prais<*.” • 

They roll themseh^es before him in the dust, 
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Then most deserving in their own account, 

When most extravagant in his appl aus e. 

As if exalting Jhim they raised themselves. 

Thus by degrees, self-cheated of their sound 
And sober judgment, that he is but man, 

They demi-deify and fnnie him ro,' 

That in due season he forgets it too. 

Inflated and astrut with self-conceit,' 
lie gulps the windy diet; and, ere long, 
Adopting’their mistake, profoundly thinks 
The world was made in vain, if not for him*. 
Thenceforth they arc liis cattle : drudges, lorn 
To hear his burdens, drawing in his gears, 

And sweating in his service, liis cr.piico 
Ilecomes the soul that animates them all, 
lie deems a thousand, or ttui thousand lives, 

Spent in the purchase of renown for him. 

An easy reckoning ; and they think the same. 

Thus kings were lirst invented, and thus kings 
Were burnished into heroes, and became 
TJjjLarbiters of this terraqueous swamj) ; 
ySwPirs among frogs, tliat have hut croak’d and died 
Strange; that such folly, as lifts bloated man 
To eminence, fit only for a god, 

Should ever drivel out of human lips, 

E’en in the cFadted M cakners of the world ! 

Still stranger much, that, w hen at length xnankind 
Had reach’d the sinewy firmness of their youth, 
And could discriminate and argue' well 
On subjects more mysterious they w'ere yet 
33al)cs in the cau«5e of freedom, and should fear 
And quake before the gods themselves had made^ 
Hut above measure strange, that neither proof 
Of sad experience, nor examples set 
Hy saS^Cy whore; patriot virtue has prevail’d. 

Can even now, wh<';i they are giwvn mature 
In wisdom, and with philosophic deeds - * 

Familiar, serve to cinaucij^ate the rest! 

Such dupes are inr*n to cu.stom, and so prone 
.To revel 5 ^c<’ wdiat i.; a’'.cient, and can plead 

T) 
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A course of long observance for its use, 

That even servitude, the worst of ills, 

Because dg live i**d down from sire to son, 

Is kept and guarded as a sacred thing ! 

But is it lit, or can it bear the shock 
•Of rational discussion, that a man, \ 
Compounded and made up like other men 
Of elements tun}.ultupus, in whom lust ' 

And folly in as afir|fle measure meet. 

As in the bosoms of the slaves he rules, 

Should be a despot absolute, and boast 
Himself the only freeman of his land ? 

Should, when he pleases, and on whom he will. 
Wage war, with any or with no pretence 
Of provocation given, cr wrong sustainM, 

Ana force the beggarly last doit, by means 
That his own humour dicfcites, from the clutch 
Of Poverty, that thus he may procure 
His thousands, weary of penurious life, 

A splendid opportunity to die ? 

Say ye, who (with less prudence than of old 
Jotham ascribc'd to his assembled trees 
In politic convention) put your trust 
In the shadow of a bramble, and, reclined 
In fancied peace beneath his dangerous branch, 
Bejoice in him, and celebrate his sway, 

Where find ye passive fortitude? Whence springs 
Your self-denying zeal, that holds it good 
To stroke the prickly grievance, and to liang 
His thorns with streamere of continual praise? 

;,^e too are friends to loyalty. AVe love 
The king who loves the law, respects his bounds. 
And reigns content within them : him ^^^Q serve 
Freely and with delight, who leaves ns free : 

But, recollecting still that he is man. 

We trust him not too far. King though he be. 
And king in England too, he may be weak, 

And vain enough to he ambitious still ; 

May exercise amiss his proper powers, 

Or Co vet more than freemen choose to grant : 
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Beyond that mark' is treason. He is ours, 

To administer, to guard, to adorn the state, 

But not to warp or change it. We are his. 

To serve him nobly in the common cause, 

True to the death, but not to be his slaves, 

]Nfark now the dilTerence, ye that boast your love 
Of kings, between your loyalty and ours. 

We love the man, the paltry pageant you : 

We the chiefjpatron of the commonwealth. 

You the regardless author of its woes ; 

We for the ^Ice of lU>orty a king. 

You chains and bondage for a tyrant’s sake. 

Our love is princi^e, and has its root 
In reason, is judicious, manly, free ; 

Yours, a blind instinct, crouches to the rod, 

And licks the foot that treads it in the dust. 

Were kingship true treasure as it seems, 

Sterling, and worthy of a wise man’s wish,% 

I would not be a' king to be beloved 
fikuselcss, and daub’d with undiscevning praise, 
wRiere love is mere attachment to the throne. 

Not to the man who fills it jis he ought. 

Whose freedom is by sufferance, and at will - 
Of a superior, he is never free. 

Who lives, and is not weary of a life 
Exposed to manacles, deserves them well. 

The state that strives for liberty, though foil'd, 

And forced to abandon what she bravely sought, 
Deserves at least applause for her attempt, 

And pity for her loss. But that ’s a eause 
Not often nnsuecessfiil ; power usurp’d 
Is Aveakness when opposed ; conscious of wrong, 

'Tis pusillanimous and prone to flight. 

But slaves, that once conceive the glowing thought 
Of freedom, in that hope itself possess ' 

All that the contest calls for ; .spirit, strength, 

The scorn of danger, and united hearts ; 

The surest presage of the good they seek.*' . . 

* The author liopos that he shall not be censured for unnccossary 
w armth upon so iuterestinga subject, lie is aware that it is 
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^Then shame to manhood, and opprobrious more 
To France than all her losses and doreats, 

Old or of later date, by sea or land, 

Her house of bondage, worse than that of old 
Which God avenged on Pharaoh— the Bastille. 

Ye horrid towers, the abode of broken hearts ; 

Ye dungeons, and ye cages of despair, 

That monarchs have supplied from age to age 
.With music, such as suits their sovereign ears, 

The sighs and groans of miserable men ! 

There ’s not an English heart that would not leap 
To hear that ye were fallen at last; to know 
That e’en our enemies, so oft employ’d 
Tn forging chains thr us, themselves were free. 

For he who values Liberty confines 
His zeal for her predominance within 
No narrow bounds; her cause engages him 
Wherevei^caded. ’Tis tlie cause of man. 

There dwctf the most forlorn of human kind. 

Immured though unaccused, condemn’d untried, 
Cruelly spar(*d, and hopeless of escape ! 

There, like the visionary emblem seen 
By him of Babylon, life stands a stump, 

And. filleted about with hoops of brass, 

Still lives, though all his pleasant boughs are gone, 

To count the hour-bell, and expect no change ; 

And ever, as the snllen sound is heard, 

Still to reflect, that, though a joyless note 
To him whose moments all have one dull pace, 

Ten thousand rovers in the world at large 
Account it music ; that it summons some 
To theatre, or jocund feast, or ball ; 

The wearied binding finds it a release 
From labour ; and the lover, who has chid 
Its long delay, feels every welcome stroke 
Upon his heart-strings, trembling with delight — 

To fly for refuge f:om distracting thought 

come almost fashionfiMo (o siii,'maJizo sucli sentiments ns no better 
than empty declamation ; but it is an ill symptom, and pecuUni 
to modern timas. 
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To such amusements as ingenious woe 
Contrives, hard shifting, and without her tools— 
To read engraven on the mouldy Avails, 

In staggering type, his predecessor’s tale, 

A sad memorial, and subjoin his OAvn 
To turji purveyor to an overgorged 
And bloated spider, till the pamper'd pest 
Is made familiar, watches his approach, 

Comes at his call, and serves him for a friend — 

To wear out time in numbering to and fro 
^'he studs that thick emboss his iron doorj 
Then dowinvard and then upM^ard, then aslant^ 

And then alternate ; with a sickly hope 
By dint of change to give his tasteless task 
Some relish ; till the sum, exactly found 
In all directions, he begins again — 

Oh comfortless existence ! hemm’d around 
With woes, Avhich who that suffers would ik^ kneel 
And beg tor exile, or tli^ pangs of death 
That man should thus encroach on fellow man, 
Abridge him of his just and native rights, 
Eradicate him, tear him from his hold 
Upon the endearments of domestic life 
And social, nip his fruitfulness and use, 

And doom liim for perhaps a he(‘dless word 
To barrenness, and solitude, and tears. 

Moves indignation, makes the name of king 
(Of king whom sucli prerogative can please) 

As dreadful as the Manichean god. 

Adored through fear, strong only to destroy.^ 

'Tis liberty alone that gives the flower ^ 

Of fleeting life its lustiAj and perfume ; 

And we are weeds without it. All constraint, 
Except what wisdom lays on evil men, 

Is evil ; hurts the faculties, impedes 
Their progi'ess in the road of science ; blinds 
The eyesight of Discovery ; and begets. 

In those that suffer it, a sordid mind 
Bestial, a meagre intellect, unfit 
To be the bjnant of man’s noble form. 
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ThcG tlierefore still, hlanicwortliy as thou art, 

With all thy loss of enijnro, and though squeezed 
By public exigence, till annual food 
Fails for the craving hunger of the state, 

Thee I account still happy, and the chief 
Among the nations, seeing thou art free ; 

My native nook of earth ! Thy clime is rude,* 
Beplete Avith vapours, and disposes much 
All hearts to sadness, and none more than mine: 
Thine unadnlterato manners arc less soft 
And plausible than social life retpiires, 

And thou hast need of discipline and art 
To give thee what politer France receives, 

From nature’s bounty — that humane address 
And sweetness, w ithout which no pleasure is 
In converse, either stu'-ved by cold reserve, 

Or flush’d with fierce dispute, a senseless brawl. 

Yet being free I love thee ; for the sake 
Of that feature can be well content, 

DisgraccMs tliou liast been, poor as thou art, 

To seek no sublunary rest beside. 

But once oiislavcd, firewell! I could endure 
Chains nowhere patiently; and chains at home, 
Where I am free by birthright, not at all. 

Then Avhat Avere left of roughness in the grain 
Of British natures, Avanting its excuse 
That it belongs to freemen, Avould disgust 
And shock me. 1 should then Avith double pain 
Feel all the rigour of thy fickle clime ; 

And, if I must bcAvail the blessing lost, 

For Avhicli our llampdens and our Sidneys bled, 

I would at least bewail it under skies 
Milder, among a people less austere ; 

In scenes Avliicli, having never knoAvn mo free. 
Would not reproacli me M'itli the loss I felt. 

Do 1 forebode impossible events, 

And tremble at A-aiii dreams? IleaATii grant I may I 
But the age of virtuous politics is past, 

And we are deep in that of cold pretence. 

Patriots arc gvoAvu too shrewd to he sincere, 
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And we too wise to trust them. lie that takes 
Deep in his soft credulity the stamp 
Design’d by loud declaimers on the part 
Of liberty, themselves the slaves of lust, 

Incurs derision for his easy faith 

And lack of knowledge, and with cause enough : 

For when was public virtue to be found 

Where private was not ? Can he love the whole 

Who loves no part ? He be a nation’s friend 

Who is, in truth, the friend of no man there ! 

Can he be strenuous in his country’s cause 
Who slights the charities for whose dear sake 
That country, if at all, must be beloved ? 

’Tis therefore sober and good men are sad 
For England’s glory, seeing it wax pale 
And sickly, while her champions wear their hearts 
So loose to private duty, that no brain. 

Healthful and undistarb’d by factious fumes. 

Can dream them trusty to the general weal. 

Such were not they of old, wdiose temper'd blades 
Dispersed the shackles of usurp’d control, 

And hew’d them link from link ; then Albion's fons 
Were sons indeed ; they felt a hlial heart 
Beat high within them at a mother’s wrongs ; 

And, shining each in his domestic sphere, 

Shone brighter still, once called to public view. 

’Tis therefore many, whose sequester’d lot 
Forbids their interference, looking on, 

Anticipate perforce some dire event ; 

And, seeing the old castle of the state, 

That promised once more firmness, so assail’d 
That all its tempest-beaten turrets shake, 

Stand motionless expectants of its fall. 

All has its date below ; the fatal hour 
Was register’d in heaven ere time began. 

We turn to dust, and all^ur mightiest works 
Die too : the deep foundations that we lay, 

Time ploughs them up, and not a trace remains. 

We build with what we deem eternal rock; 

A distant age asks where tJie fabric stood ; 
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And in the dust, sifted and searched in vain, 

The indiscoverable secret sleeps. 

But there is yet a liberty, unsung 
By poets, and by senators unpraised. 

Which monarchs cannot grant, nor all the powers 
Of earth and hell confederate take away 
A libertj^ which persecution, fraud, 

Oppression, prisons, liave no power to bind ; 
Which whoso tastes can lie enslaved no more. 

*Tis liberty of heart, derived from Heaven, 
Bought with His blood who gave it to mankind, 
And seal’d with the same token. It is held 
By charter, and that charter sanction’d sure 
By the unimpeachable and awful oath 
And i)romise of a God. His other gifts 
All bear the royal stamp that speaks them his, 
And are august ; but this transcends them all. 
His other works, ftie visible display 
Of all-creating energy and might. 

Are grand, no doubt, and worthy of the word 
That, finding an interminable space 
Unoccupied, has filled the void so well, 

And made so sparkling what was dark before 
But these are not his glory. Man, ’tis true, 

Sniit with the beauty of so fair a scene, 

Might well suppose the artificer divine 
Meant it eternal, had he not himself 
Pronounced it transient, glorious as it is, 

And, still designing a more glirioiis far, 

Doom’d it as insufficient for liis praise. 

These, therefore, are occasional, and pass ; 
Form’d for the confutation of tlic fool, 

Whose lying heart disputes against a God ; 

That office served, they must be swept away 
Not so the labours of Ins love : tbey shine 
In other heavens than these that we behold, 

And fade not. Tliere is Paradise that fears 
No forfeiture, and of its fruits he sends 
Large prelibation oft to saints below. 

Of these the first in order, and the pledge 
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Ami confident assurance of the rest, 

Is liberty : a flight into his arms, 

Ere yet mortality’s fine threads give way, 

A clear escape from tyrannizing Inst, 

And full immunity from penal woe. 

/ Chains are the portion of revolted man, 

Stiipes, and a dungeon ; and liis body serves 
The triple purpose. In that sichly, foul, 
Opprobrious residence he finds them all. 

Prepense his heart to idols, he is held 
In silly dotage on created things. 

Careless of their Creator. And that low 
And sordid gravitation of his powers 
I’o a vile clod so draws him, with such force 
Itesistless from the centre he should seek, 

I'liat he at last forgets it. All his hopes 
Tend downward; his ambition is to sink. 

To reach a depth profounder still, and still 
Profounder, in the fathomless abyss 
Of folly, plunging in pursuit of death. 

Hut, ere he gain the comfortless repose 
He seeks, and acquiescence of his soul, 

In heaveii-remnincing exile, he endures — 

What does he not, from lusts o})posed in vain, 

And self-reproaching conscience? he foresees 
The fatal issue to his health, fame, and peace, 
Fortune and dignity ; the loss of all 
That can ennoble man, and make frail life, 

Short as it is, supportable. Still 'worse, 

Far w'or.'^e than all the plagues, with which his sins 
Infect his happiest inoiiicnts, he forebodes 
Ages of liopeless misery. Future death, 

Put death still future. Not a hast}” stroke, 

Like that which sends him to th(j dusty grave 
And unrepealaMc etuluring death. 

Scripture is still a trumpet to Lis fears : 

What none can prove a forgery may be true; 

What none Init had men wish exploded must. 

That scruple checks him. Itiot is not loud 
'Nor drunk enough to drown it. In the midst 

D 3 
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Of laughter his compunctious arc sincere; 

And he abhors the jest by Avhicli he shines. 

Kemorse begets reform. Ilis iiiai t.T-lUbt 
Falls first before his resolute relnihe, 

And seems dethroned and vanquish’d. Peace ensues, 
Put spurious and short-lived; the puny child 
Of self-congratulating pride, begot 
On fancied innocence. Again ho falls, 

And fights again ; hut finds his best essay 
A presage ominous, porfending still 
Its own dishonour hy a worse relapse. 

Till Nature, unavailing Nature, foil’d 
So oft, and v.caried in the vain attempt, 

ScolTs at lier own p.Tfovmauce. Iteason now 
Takes part with appetite, and pleads the cause 
Perversely, which of late she so condemn’d ; 

With shallow shifts and old devices, uoru 
And tatter’d in the service of debauch, 

Covering his shame from his offended sightj^f 

“ Hath God indeed given appetites to mail, 

And stored the earth so pleiiteously with means 
To gratify the hunger of his wish ; 

And doth lie reprobate, and will he damn 
The use of his own bounty ? making first 
So frail a kind, and then enacting laws 
So strict, that less than perfect must despair? 
Falsehood! which whoso but suspects of truth 
Dishonours God, and makes a slave of luau. 

Do they tlieniselves, who uudertake for liii-e 
The teacher's olHce, and dispense at large 
Their weekly dole of edifying strains, 

Attend to their own music? have they faith 
111 what, with such solemuity of tone 
And gesture, they propound to our belief? 

Nay — conduct hath the loudest tongue, 'i’he voice 
Is hut an instrument, on which the priest 
May play w'hat tune he pleases. In the deed, 

The unequivocal, authentic deed, 

We find sound argument, we read the heart.” 

Such reasonings (if that name must needs belong 
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To excuses in which reason has no part) 

Serve to compose a spirit well inclined 
To live on terms of amity v. ith vice. 

And sin without disturbance. Often urged, 

(As often as libidinous discourse 
Exhausted, he resorts to solemn themes 
Of theological and grave import) 

They gain at last his unreserved assent ; 

Till, harden’d his heart’s temper in the forge 
Of lust, and on the anvil of despair, 

He slights tl^jtrokes of conscience. Nothing moves, 
Or nothing nBlh, his constancy in ill ; 

Vain tampering has but foster’d his disease ; 

’’fis desperate, and he sleeps the sleep of deatli. 

Haste now, philosopher, and set him free. 

Charm the deaf serpent wisel3\ Make him hear 
Of rectitude and fitness, moral truth 
How lovely, and the moral sense how sure. 

Consulted and obeyed, to guide bis stc’^s 
Directly to the first and only fair. 

Sparc not in such a cause, Spend nil the powers 
Of rant and rhapsodj’^ in virtue’s praise : 

He most sublimely good, verbosely grand. 

And with poetic trappings grace thy prose, 

’J’ill it outmantle all the pride of verse. — 

Ah, tinkling cymbal, and higji-sounding brass, 

Smitten in vain ! such music cannot charm 
The eclipse tliat intercepts truth’s heavenly beam. 

And chills and darkens a wide wandering soul. 

The STILL SMALL VOICE is waiitcd. He must speak, 
Whose word leaps forth at once to its effect ; 

Who calls for things that are not, and they come. 

Grace makes the slave a freeman. 'Tis a change 
That turns to ridicule the turgid speech 
And stately tone of moralists, who boast, 

As if, like him of fabulous renown, 

They had indeed ability to smooth 
The shag of savage nature, and w^ere cacli 
An Orpheus, and omnipotent in song, 
transfinmation of apostate man 
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From fool to wise, from r-ntlily to dlvino, 

Is -work for Him that made* him. He alone, 

And lie hy means in philosophic eyes 
Trivial and worthy of disdain, achieves 
The wonder ; hiim:iin:'ing what is bnite 
In the lost kind, exh acting from tlie lips 
Of asps their venom, overpowering strength 
By weakness, and hostility hy love. 

Patriots have toil’d, and in their country’s cause 
Bled nobly ; and^ their deeds as they deserve, 
Receive proud redTompense. We give^n charge 
Their names to the sweet lyre. I'he l®bric muse, 
Proud of the treasure, marches with it down 
To latest times; and Sculpt uro, in her turn, 

Gives bond in stone and ever-dnring brass 
To guardjhcm, and to immortalize her trust : 

But fairer wreaths are due, though never ])aid, 

To those who, ])osted at the shrine of Truth, 

Have fallen in her defence. V A patriot’s blood, 

Well spent in such a sh'ife, may earn indeed, 

And for a time ensure to his loved land, 

The sweets of libei ty and equal laws ; 

But martyrs struggle ft)r a brighter prize, 

And win it with more pain. Their blood is shed 
In confirmation of the noblest claim — 

Our claim to feed upon immortal truth, 

To walk with God, to be divinely free, 

To soar, and to anticipate the skies. 

Yet few remember them. They lived unknown 
Till Persecution dragg’d t)iem into fame. 

And chased them up to heaven, ^''heir ashes flew 
— No inarhle tells us whither. With their names 
No hard embalms and sanctifies his song ; 

And history, so warm on meaner themes, 

Is cold on this. She execrates indeed 
The tyranny that doomed tliem to the fire, 

But gives the glorious sullen'rs little praise.’®' 

**"116 is the freeman w hoin the ti’uth makes free, 
And all are slaves beside. I'bere’s not a chain 
• See Hujuo, 



THE WINTER WALK AT NOON. 109 

That hellish foes confederate for his harm, 

Can wind around him, but he casts it off 
With as much ease as Samson his greeu withes. 

He looks abroad into the varied field 
Of nature, and, though poor perhaps, compared 
With those whose mansions glitter in his sight, 

Calls the delightful scenery all his own. 
llis are the mountains, and the valleys his, 

And the resplendent rivere. >4Iis to enjoy 
With a propriety that none can feel, 

But wlio, with hlial confidence inspired. 

Can lift to heltven an unpresumptuous eye. 

And smiling say — “ My Father made them all !” 

Are they not his by a peculiar right. 

And by an emphasis of interest his. 

Whose eye they fill with teai^s of holy joy. 

Whose heart with praise, and whose exalted mind 
With worthy thoughts of that unwearied love 
That plann’d, and built, and stiU upholds a world 
So clothed with beauty for rebellious man ? 

Yes — ye may fill your garners, ye that reap 
The loaded soil, and ye may waste much good 
In senseless riot ; but ye will not find, 

In feast or in the chase, in song or dance, 

A liberty like his wlio, unimpeach’d 
Of usurpation, and to no man!s wrong, 

Appropriates nature as his Father's work. 

And has a richer use of yours than you. 

He is indeed a freeman. Free by birth 
Of no mean city ; pi aim’d or ere the hills 
Were built, the fountains open'd, or the sea 
With all his roaring multitude of waves. 

His freedom is the same in every state ; 

And no condition of this changeful life, 

So manifold in cares, whose every day 
Brings its own evil with it, makes it less : 

For he has wings that neither sickness, pain. 

Nor penury, can cripple or confine. 

No nook so narrow but ho spreads them there 
\5Kth ease, and is at larg<*. The oppressor holds 
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His "body bound ; but knows not what a range 
His spirit takes, unconscious of a chain ; 

And that to bind him is a vain attempt, 

Whom God delights in, and in whom he dwells./" 
//'Acquaint thyself with God, if thou wouldst taste 
^His works. Admitted once to his embrace. 

Thou shall perceive that thou wast blind before ; 
Thine eye shall be instructed; and thine heart,...^^ 
.Made pure, shall relish, with divine delight 
'Till then unfelt, Avhat hands divine have wrought. 
Brutes gra^o the mountain-top, witli fiiees prone, 
And eyes fntent upon llie scanty herb * 

It yiehls them ; or, recumbent cm its bro%v, 

Humiuate heedless of the scene outspread 
Beneath, beyond, aiui stretching far away 
From inland regions to the distant main. 

Man views it, and admires ; but rests content 
With what he views. VI'hc landscape has his praise. 
But not its author. Unconcern’d who form’d 
The paradise he sees, lie linds it such, 

And, such well-pleased to find it, a'-ks no more. 

Not so the mind that has been toucliM from Heaven, 
And in the .school of sacred wisdom taught 
To re.ad his wonders, in whose tlioiight the world, 
Fair as it is, existed ere it was.' 

Not for its own sake meiiely, hut for his 
Much more who fashion^ it, he gives it praise ; 
Praise that, from earth resulting, as it ought,’ 

To earth’s- acknowlcjdgcd sovereign, finds at once 
Its only just proprietor in Him. 

The soul tlwit.sees him or receives siihliined 
New faculties, or learns at least to employ 
More worthily the powers she owui’d before, 
Discerns in all things wjiat, witli s(u])id gaze 
Of ignorance, till then she overlook’d, 

A ray of heavenly light, gilding all forms 
Terrestrial in the v.ast and tlie minute ; 

The unambiguous footsteps of the God, 

Who gives its lustre to an insect's wing. 

And wheels his throne upon the rolling worlds.' 
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?Much coriV^ersaiit with Ilcavcnpshc often holds 
With tliose fair miiiiskrs of light t(» man, 

That fill the skies nightly with silent ])omp, 

Sweet conference. Inquires what strains were they 
With which Iltaven i:anpr,t*.vhen every star, in hasto 
To gratulate the nv^/-creiwd earth, 

Sent forth a voic^ and all the sons of Cod 
Shouted for joy.^“ Tell nit*, ye shining hosts, 

That navigate a sea that knows no storms, 

Beneath a vault nnsiillied with a cloud. 

If fi'oni 3'onr elevation, wheiiee yc view 
Distinctly scenes invisible to man. 

And systems, of whose hirtli no tidings yet 
Have reach’d this nether w( rid, ye spy a race 
Favour’d as ours; tran.sgressoi’s from tlie womb, 

And Iiastiiig to a grave, yet doom'd to rise. 

And to possess a brighter heaven than yours ? 

As one who long detain’d on foreign sliores 
Pants to return, and when he sees afar 
Ilis country’s weather-hlcach’d uud batter’d rocks, 
From tiie green wave emerging, darts an eye 
hadiant with joy towards the happy land; 

So I w idi animated liopes behold, 

And many an aching wish, your beamy fires, 

Tliat show like beacons in the blue abyss, 

Ordain’d to guide the embodud spirit home 
From toilsome life to never-ending rest. 

Love kindles as I gaze. I feel desires 
That give assurance of their own suceess. 

And that, infused from Heaven, must tliithcr tend.” 

So reails ho nature, whom the ku.ip of tinth 
Illuminntes. ’J’liy lamp, mysterious Word ! 

Whieli whoso sees no longer wanders lost, 

AVith intellects beniazed in endless doubt, 

But runs the road of wisdom. ’I'hoii hast built. 

With means that were not till by thee employ’d, 
AVorlds that had never been hadst tliou in strength 
lleen less, or less benevolent than strong. 

Tlicy are tliy witnesses, who speak tliy power 
A nd gcodners infinite, but speak in ears 
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That hear npt, or receive not their report.^* 

In vain thy creatures testify of tlicu, 

Till thou proclaim thyf-elf. Theirs is indeed 
A teacViing voice ; but 'tis the praise of thine 
That whom it teaches it makes prompt to learn, 

And with the bqon gives'talents for its use. 

Till thou art heard, imaginations vain 
Possess the heart, and fables false as hell, 

Yet, deem’d ora<jiilar, lure down to death 
The uninform’d and heedless souls of men. 

We give to chance, blind cliance, ourselves as blind. 
The glory of thy work ; which yet appears 
Perfect and unimpeachable of blame, 

Challenging human scrutiny, and proved 
Then skilful most when most severely judged. 

But chance is not ; or is not where tliou reigii’st 
Thy providence forbids that fickle power 
(If power she be that works but to confound) 

To mix her wild vagaries with tliy laws. 

Yet thus we dote, refusing while we can 

Instruction, and inventing to ourselves 

Gods such as guilt makes welcome ; gods that sleep, 

Or disregard our follies, or that sit 

Amused spectators of this hustling stage. 

Thee we reject, unable to abide 
Thy purity, till pure as thou art pure ; 

Made such by thee, we love thee for that cause, 

For which we shumi’d and hated thee before. 

Then wc are free. Then liberty, like day, 

Breaks on the soul, and by a flash from heaven 
Fires all the faculties with glorious joy. 

A voice is heard that mortal ears hear not, 

Till thou liast touch’d them ; ’tis the voice of song, 
A loud Hf)sanna sent from all thy works ; 

Which he that hear.s it with a shout repents. 

And adds his rapture to the general praise. 

In that blest moment Nature, throwing wide 
Her veil opaxjue, discloses v. ith a smile 
The author of her beauties, who, retired 
Behind his own creation, work ^ unseen 
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Jly tlic impure, and hears his power denied. 
Thou art the source and centre of all minds, 
Their only point of rest, eternal Word ! 

From thee departing tluiy are lost, and-xove 
At random without honour, hope, or peace. 

From thee is all that soothes the life of man, 

Ilis high endeavour, and his glad success, 

Ilis strengtli to suffer, and his will to serve. ^ 

I hit, 0 thou bounteous Giver of all good, 

Thou art of all thy gifts thyself the crown 1 
(live what thoii canst, without thee we are poor ; 
And with thee rich, take Avhat thou wilt away. . 


Book VL— THE WINTER WALK AT NOON. 


THE ARGUMENT. 

Bells at a iliatance-i^^'nieir effect — A firiD nooA in winter— A shel- 
tered walk — Medifatiou better than books — Our familiarity with 
tlic course of nature makes it appear less wonderful than it i.s — The 
transformation that spring effects in a shrubbery described — A 
mistake concerning tho course of nature corrected— God maintains 
itbv an unrornitted act — The amusements fasliionalde at this liour 
of the day reproved— Animals happy, a delightful sight — Orij^dn of 
crtielty to animals — That it ia a great crime proved from Scripture 
— Tliat proof illustrated by a tale — A line drawn between tlie 
lawful and unlawful destruction of them — Their good and useful 
properties insisted on's— Apology for the encoiuiums hestowed by 
the author upon animals— lu^fances of man’s extravagant praise of 
man — "I'lie groans of the creation shall Imve an end — A view taken 
of the restoration of all things — An invAalion and an invitation of 
Him who shall Iniiig it to pass — The retired man vindicated from 
the charge of useleosness- -Conclusion. \ 


There is in souls a sympathy with sounds ; 
And as the mitul is pitch’d the ear is pleased 
With melting airs, or martial, brirh, or grave ; 
Some chord in unhon Avith wliat we lit'ar r 
’-0 touch’d within us, airJ tlic heart replies.' 



114 


THE TASK. 


How soft tlio music of those village bells, 

Falling at intervals upon the ear 
In cadenc(3 sweet, yiiow dying all away, 

Now pealing loud againi and louder still. 

Clear and sonorous, as |he gale comes on ! 

With easy force it oj>ejds all the ccdls 
^Vhere ^Ieraory slepta tWherever I have heard 
A kindred melody, the icone recurs. 

And with it all its pleasures and its pains. 

Such comprehensive views the spirit takes, 

That in a few short moments I retrace 
,(As in a map the vo 3 ager his course) 

The windings of my way through many years. 

STlort as in retrospect the journey seems, 

It seem’d not always short; tlie rugged path, 

And prospect oft so dreary and forlorn, 

Moved many a sigli at its disheartening length. 

. Yet, feeling present evils, while the past 
Faintly impress the mind, or not at all, 

V How readily we wish lime spent revoked, 

'That we might try the ground again, where once 
(Through inexperience, as we now perceive) 

We miss.’d that happiness we might have founil 1| 
Some friend is goue^ perhaps his son’s best friendi 
A father, whose autlioiity, m ^bow 
When most severe, and mustering all its force, 

Was but the graver countenance of love: 

Whose favour, like the clouds of spring, might Unvei 
And litter now and then an awful voice, 

But had a blessing in its darkest frown. 

Threatening at once ami nourishing tlio plant. 

We loved, but not cnoiigh, the gentle Laud 
That rear’d us.\ At a thoughtless age, allured 
By every gilded folly, we renounced 
Ilis sheltering side, and wilfully forewent 
That converse, which we now in vain regret. 

How gladly would the man recall to life 
^he boy’s neglected sire ! a mother too, 

That softer friend, ])erhaps more gladly still. 

Might he dcuiaiid tliem at the gates of deatln-v 
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sorrow has, since they went, subdued and tamed 
The playful humour ; he could now endure 
(Himself grown sober in the vale of tears) 

And feel a parent’s presence no restraint. 

Hut not to undei-stand a treasure’s worth 
. Till time has stolen away the slighted good, 

Is cause of half the poverty w'e feel, 

And makes the world the wilderness it is, 

Tiie few that pray at all pray oft amiss, 

And, seeking grace to improve the prize they hold, 
Would urge a wiser suit than asking more. ^ 

The niglit was Winter in his roughest mood ; 

The morning sharp and clear. But now at noon 
Upon the southern side of the slant hills. 

And w'here the woods fence olY the northern blast, 

Tlie season smiles, resigning all its rage, 

And has the warmth of May. The vault is blue 
AVitliout a cloud, and white without a speck 
The dazzling splendour of the scene below. 

Again the harmony comes o’er the vale ; 

And through the trees I view the embattled tower 
Whence all the music. I again peroeive 
The soothing influence lof the wafted strains, , 

And settle in soft musiugs us I tread 

The walk, still verdant, under oaks and elms, 

Whose outspread branches overarch the glade.- 
The roof, though movable through all its length 
As the wind sways it, has yet weil sufficcd. 

And, intercepting in their silent fall 
The frequent Hakes, lias kept a path for me. 

No noise is here, or none that hinders thought. 

The redbreast wai’bles still, but is content 
With slender notes, and more than lialf suppress’d ; 
Pleased witli liis solitude, and Hitting light 
From spray to spray, where’er he rests he shakes 
From many a twig the pendent drops of ice, 

That tinkle iu the wither’d leaves below. 

Stillness, aceompanied with sounds so soft. 

Charms more than silencd> Mediiation here 
M^y think down hours to moments. Here the heart 
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May give a useful lesson to the head, 

And Learning wiser grow witliout his books. 
Knowledge and Wisdom, far from being one, 

Have ofttimes no qonnexion. 'Knowledge dwcdls 
In heads replete witlilK5u^its of other men j 
Wisdom in niihds attentive to their own.^,^^ 
Knowledge, a rude unprofitable mass, 

The mere materials with which Wisdom builds, 
Till-smooth’d, and squared, and fitted to its plac:^, 
Does but encumber whom it seems to enrich. 
Knowledge is proud that he lias learn’d so much ; 
Wisdom is humble that he knows no more, 

,, Books arc not seldom talismans and spells, 

I By wliich the magic art of shrewder wits 
Holds an unthinking multitude cnthraird. 

Some to the fascination of a name 
Surrender judgment hoodwink’d. \/ Some the style 
Infatuates, and through labyrinths and wilds 
Of error leads them, by a tune entranced. 

While sloth seduces more, too weak to bear 
’fhe insupportable fatigue of thought, 

And swallowing therefore without pause or choice 
The total grist unsifted, busies and all. 

But trees, and rivulets whose rapid course 
Defies the check of winter, haunts of deer, 

And slieepwalks populous with bleating lambs. 

And lanes in which the primrose ere her time 
Peeps through the moss that clothes tlie hawthorn root, 
Deceive no student. Wisdom there, aiiA truth, 

JVot shy, as in the world, and to be won 
ji’y slow solicitation, seize at once 
The roving thought, and fix it on themselves.- 
What prodigies can power Divine perform 
^Tore grand than it produces year by year, 

And all in sight of inattentive man ? 

Familiar with the effect, we slight the oause, 

And, in the constancy of nature’s course, 

The regular return of genial months, 

And renovation of a fiided world, 

Sec nought to wonder at. Should God neain. 
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As once in Gibcon, iiitcrnipt llic race 
Of the uiideviutiiig and punctual sun, 

IIow would tlie w'ovld admire Ij lmt speaks it less 
An agency Divine, to make him know 
His moment when to sink and when to rise, 

Age after age, than to arrest his course 
All we behold is miracle; but, seen 
So duly, all is miracle in vain. 

Where now the vital energy that moved, 

While summer was, the pure and subtle lymph 
Through the imperceptible meandering veins 
Of leaf and flpv/er ? It sleeps ; and the icy touch 
Of unprolific winter, has impress’d 
A cold stagnation on the intestine tide. 

But let the months go round, a few short months, , 

And all shall be restored.V^hese naked shoots. 
Barren as lances, among which the wind 
Makes wintry music, sighing as it goes, 

Shall put their graceful foliage on again, 

And, more aspiring, and with ampler spread, 

Shall boast new charms, and more than they have lost 
Then each, in its peculiar honours clad. 

Shall publish, even to the distant eye, 

Its family and tribe. Laburnum, rich 
In streaming gold ; syringa, ivory pure ; ^ 

The scentless and the scented rose ; this red 
And of an humbler growth, the other* tall, 

And throwing up into the darkest gloom 
Of neighbouring cypress or more sable yew, 

Her silver globes, light as the foamy surf. 

That the wind severs from the broken wave; 

The lilac, various in array, now Avliite, 

Now sanguine, and lier beauteous head now set 

With purple spikes pyramidal, as if 

Studious of ornament, yet unresolved 

Which hue she most approved, she chose them all : 

Copious of flowers the M'oodhine, pale and wan, 

But well compensating her sickly looks 
With never-cloying odours, early and late ; 

* The Guelder rose. 
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Hypericum all bloom, ko thick a swarm 
Ot’ flowers, like flics clothing? her slender rods, 

That scarce a leaf appears ; inezereon too, 

Though leafless, well attired, and thick beset 
With blushing wreaths, investing every spray ; 
Altha'a with the purple eye ; the broom, 

Yellow and bright, as bullion unalloy’d, 

Her blossoms; and luxuriant above all 
The jasmine, throwing wide her elegant sweets, 

The deep dark green of whose unvarnish’d leaf 
Makes more conspicnons, and illumin’es more 
The bright profusion of her scatter’d stars. — 

These have been, and these shall. be in their day; 
And all this unifovm, uucolour’d scene 
Shall he dismantled of its fleecy load, 

And flush into variety againrs^^,.-^ 

From dearth to plenty, and from death to life, 

Is Nature’s progress, when she lectures man 
In heavenly truth ; eviiici|ffi^as she makes 
The grand transition, that j£^*|.»Jives and works 
A soul in all things ; and !nat soul is God. 

The beauties of llie wilderness arc bis, 

That make so gay the solitary place, 

*\Vlierc ho eye sees them. And the fairer forms, 
That cultivation glories in, are his. 

He sets the bright procession on its way, 

And marshals all the order of the year ; 

He marks the bounds wdiich Winter may not pass, 
And blunts his pointed fury ; in its case, 

Kusset and rude, folds up the tender germ, 
Uninjured, with inimitable art ; 

And, ere one flowery season fades and dies,' 

Designs the blooming Avondci'S of the next; 

Some say that, in the origin of things, 

When all creation started into birth, 
rThe infant elements received a law, 

From which they swerve not since ; that under forci 
Of that controlling ordinance they move, 

And need not his immediate hanil, who first 
PtWribed their course, to regulate it now'. 
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[Thus dream they, and contrive to save a God 
The cncunihrance of his own concerns, and spare 
The great artificer of all that moves 
The stress of a continual act, the pain 
Of unremitted vigilance and care. 

As too laborious and severe a task. 

So man, the moth, is not afraid, it seems. 

To span Omnipotence, and measure might, 

That knows no measure, by the scanty rule 
And standard of his own, that is to-day. 

And is not cie to-morrow’s sun go down, 

Jjiit l]pw should matter occupy a charge, 
Dullilliit*is, and satisfy a law 
So vast in its demands, unless impcdl’d 
To ceaseless service by a ceaseless force. 

And under pressure of some conscious cause ? 

The Lord of all, himself through all diffused, 
Sustains and is the life of all that lives. 

Nature is but a name for an clTect, 

Whose cause is God, lie feeds the secret fire, 

By which the mighty process is maintain’d, 

Wlio sleeps not, is not weary ; in whose sight 
Slow circling ages are as transient days ; 

Whose work is without labour ; -whose designs 
No flaw deforms, no dilficnlty thwarts ; 

And whose beneficence no charge exliausts. 

Him blind antiquity profaned, not served. 

With self-taught rites, and under various na,mes, 
Female and male, Pomona, Pales, Pan, ' 

And Flora, and Vcrtuniniis ; peopling eartn 

With tutelary goddesses and gods 

That were not ; and commending as they would 

To each some province, garden, field, or grove. 

But all are under one. One spirit, llis 

Who wore the platted thorn wdtli bleeding brows, 

Pules universal nature. Not a flower 

But shows some touch, in freckle, streak, or stain, 

Of his nnrivaird pencil. He inspires 

Their balmy odoure, anil imparts their hues, 

And bathes their eyes with nectar, and includes, 
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In grains as counllc.'s as tlio seaside sands, 

Tlie forms ^vith whicli he sprinkles all the earth. 
Happy who walks with him ! whom what he finds 
Of flavour or of scent in fruit or flower, 

Or what he views of beautiful or grand 
In nature, from the broad inajestic oak 
To the green blade that twinkles in the sun, 
Prompts with remembrance of a present God. 

His presence, who made all so fair, perceived 
Makes all still fairer. As wdth him no scene 
Is dreary, so with him all seasons please. 

Though winter had been none, had man been true. 
And earth be punish’d for its tenant’s sake. 

Yet not in vengeance ; jis this smiling sky, 

So soon succeeding such an angry night, 

And these dissolving snow’s, and this clear stream 
Recovering fast its liquid music, prove. 

Who then, that has a mind well strung and tuned 
To contemplation, and within his reach 
A scene so friendly to his favourite task. 

Would waste attention at the chequer’d board. 

His host of wooden warriors to and fro 
Marching and countermarching, with an eye 
As fix’d as marble, with a forehead ridged 
And furrow’d into storms, and with a hand 
Trembling, as if eternity were hung 
In balance on bis conduct of a pin ? 

Nor envies he aught more their idle sport, 

Who pant with application misapplied 
To trivial toys, and pushing ivory balls 
Across a velvet level, feel a joy 
Akin to rapture, when the bauble finds 
Its destined goal of difficult access. 

Nor deems he wiser him, 'who gives his noon 
To miss, the mercer’s plague, from shop to shop 
Wandering and littering with unfolded silks 
The polish’d counter, and approving none. 

Or promising with smiles to call again. 

Nor him who, by his vanity seduced. 

And soothed into a dream that he discerns 
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The difference of a Guido from a daub. 

Frequents the crowded auction ; station'd there 
As duly as the liUngford of the show, 

With glass at eye, and catalogue in hand. 

And tongue accomplish’d in the fulsome cant 
And pedantry that coxcom])s learn with ease : 

Oft as the price deciding hammer falls, 
lie notes it in his book, then raps his box, 

Swears 'tis a bargain, rails at his hard fate 
That he has let it pass — but never bids. 

Here unmolested, through whatever si^n 
The sun proceeds, I wander. Neither mist, 

Nor freezing sky nor sultry, checking me, 

Nor stranger intermeddling with my joy. 

E’en in the spring and playtime of the vear. 

That calls the unwonted villager abroad 
With all her little ones, a sportive train. 

To gather kingcups in the yellow mead, 

And prink their hair with daisies, or to pick 
A cheap but wholesome salad from the brook, 

These shades are all rny own. The timorous hare. 
Grown so familiar with her frequent guest, 

Scarce shuns me ; and the stockdove unalarm’d 
Sits cooing in the pine-tree, nor suspends 
Ilis long love-ditty for my near approach. 

Drawn from his refuge in some lonely elm, 

That age or injury has hollow’d deep. 

Where, on his bed of wool and malted leaves, 

He has outslept the winter, ventures forth 
To frisk awhile, and bask in the warm sun, 

The squirrel, flippant, pert, and full of play . 

He sees me, and at once, swift as a bird, [brush, 

Ascends the neighbouring beech; there whisks his 
And perks his ears, and stamps, and cries aloud, 

With all the prettiiiess of feign’d alarm. 

And anger insignificantly fierce. 

The heart is hard in nature, and unfit 
For human fellowship, as being void 
Of 8)011 pathy, and therefore dead alike 
To love and friendship both, that is not pleased 
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With sight of animals enjoying life, 

Nor feels their happiness augment his own. 

The bounding fawn, that darts across the glade 
^When none pursues, through mere delight of heart 
And spirits buoyant with excess of glee ; 

The horse as wanton, and almost as fleet, 

That skims the spacious meadow at full speed, 
Then stops and snorts, and, throwing high his heels 
Starts to the voluntary race again ; 

The very kine that gambol at high noon, 

The total herd receiving first from one 
That leads the dance a summons to be gay. 

Though wild their strange vagaries, and uncouth 
Their efforts, yet resolved with one consent 
To give such act and utterance as they may 
To ecstasy too big to be suppress’d — 

These, and a thousand images of bliss. 

With which kind Nature graces every scene. 
Where cruel man defeats not her design, 

Impart to the benevolent, who wish 
All that are capable of pleasure pleased 
A far superior happiness to theirs, 

The comfort of a reasonable joy. 

IMan scarce had risen, obedient to His call 
Wlio form’d him from the dust, his future grave. 
When he was crown’d as never king was since. 

God set the diadem ypon his head. 

And angel choirs attended. Wondering stood 
The new-made monarch, while before him pass’d. 
All happy, and all perfect in their kind, 

The creatures, summon’d from their various haunts 
To see their sovereign, and confess his sway. 

Vast was his empire, absolute his |)cwer. 

Or bounded only by a law, whose force 
’Tw'as his sublimest privilege to feel 
And own, the law of universal love. 

He ruled with meekness, they obey'd with joy j 
No cruel purpose lurk’d within Ins heart, 

And no distrust of his intent in theirs. 

So Eden was a scene of harmless sport, 
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Where kindness on his part, wlio ruled the whole, 
}3egat a tranquil confidence in all, 

And f(^r as yet was not, nor cause for fear, 
lint sin marr’d all ; and the revolt of man, 

'J hat source of evils not exhausted yet. 

Was punished with revolt of his from him. 

Garden of Go4, how terrible the change 
Thy groves and lawns then witness’d ! Every heart, 
Each animal, of every name, conceived 
A jealousy and an instinctive fear, 

And, conscious of some danger, either fled 
Precipitate the loathed abode of man, 

Or growl’d defiance in such angry sort, * 

As taught him too to tremble in his turfi,. 

Thus harmony and family accord 
Were driven from Paradise ; and in that hour 
The seeds of cruelty, that since have swell’d 
To such gigantic and enormous growth, 

Were sown in human nature’s fruitful soil. 

Hence date the persecution and the pain 
That man inflicts on all inferior kinds, 

Regardless of their plaints^^To make him sport, 

To gratify the frenzy of his wratli, 

Or his base gluttony, are causes good 
And just in his account, why bird and beast 
Should suffer torture, and the btreariis be dyed 
Witli blood of their inhabitants impaled. 

Earth groans beneath the burden of a war 
Waged witli defenceless innocence, while he, 

Mot satisfied to prey on all around, 

Adds tenfold bitterness to death by pangs 
Meedless, and flr&t torments ere he devours. 

Mow happiest they lliat occupy tlie scenes 
The most remote from his alihorr’d resurt. 

Whom once, as delegate of God on earth, 

I’hey fear’d, and as his perfect image loved. 

The wilderness is theirs, with all its oaves. 

Us hollow glens, its tliickets, and its plains, 

[Tnvisited by man,.,-<'3’liei*e they are free, 

A.nd howl and roar as likes tlujin, luicontroll’d ; 



124 


TiJK TASK. 


Nor ask liis leave to slumber or to play. 

Woe to the tyrant, if he dare intrude 
Within the confines of their wild domain; 

The lion tells him — I am mojiarch Iiere ! 

And, if he spare him, spares him on the terms 
Of royal mercy, and through generous scorn 
To rend a victim trembling at his foot.*^ 

In measure, as by force of instinct drawn, 

Or by necessity constrain’d, they live 
Dependent upon man ; those in his fields. 

These at his crib, and some beneath his roof ; 
■They prove too often at how dear a i ate 
He sells protection. 'Witness at his foot 
The spaniel dying for some venial fault, 

Under dissection of the knotted scourge ; 

Witness the patient ox, with stripes and yells 
Driven to the slaughter, goaded, as he runs, 

To madness ; while the savage at his heels 
Laughs at the frantic sufferer’s fury, spent 
Upon the guiltless passeiiger o’erthrown. 
lie too is' witness, noblest of the train 
That wait on man, the flight-performing horse : 
With unsuspecting readiness he takes 
His murderer on his back, and, push’d all day. 
With bleeding sides and Ihinks that heave for life, 
To the far distant goal, arrives and dies. 

So little mercy shows who needs so much ! 

Docs law, so jealous in the cause of man, 
Denounce no doom on the delinquent? None. 

He lives, and o’er his briiiiming beaker boasts 
(As if barbarity were high desei t) * 

The inglorious feat, and clamorous in praise 
Of the poor brute, seems wisely to suppo:;e 
The honours of his matchless liorse his own. 

But many a crime deem’d innocent on earth 
Is register’d in heaven ; and these no doubt 
Have each their record, witli a curse annex’d. 

Man may dismiss compassion from his heart. 

But God will never. When he charged the Jew 
To assist his foe’s down-fallen ])i ast to rise ; 
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\ii(l when the bush- exploring boy, that seized 
The young, to let the parent bird go free ; 

['roved he not plainly that his meaner works 
\re yet his care, and have an interest all, 

\11, in the universal Father's love? 

)n Noah, and in him on all mankind. 

The charter -was conforr’d, by which wo hold 

The llcsh of animals in fee, and claim 

)’er all we feed on power of life and death. 

Ilut road th(? instrument, and mark it well : 
rhe oppression of a tyrannous control 
[3an find no warrant there. Feed then, and yield 
Thanks for thy food. Oimivorous, through sin, 

Feed on the slain, but spare the living brute ! 

The Governor of all, himself to all 
5o bountiful, in whose attentive ear 
The unfledged raven and the lion’s whelp 
Plead not in vain for.inty on the pangs 
hunger unassuaged, has interposed. 

Not seldom, his avenging arm, to smite 
The injurious trampler upon Nature’s law. 

That claims forbearance even for a bnite. 

He hates the hardness of a Iklaam’s heart • 

Audi prophet as he w'as, he might not strike 
The blameless animal, without rebuke, 

On which he rode. Her opportune ofience 
3aved him, or the unrelenting seer had died. 

He sees that human <'quity is slack 
To interfere, thougli in so just a cause ; 

And makes the task his own. Inspiring dumb 
And helpless victims with a sense so keen 
Of injury, with such knowledge of their strength, 

And such sagacity to take revenge, 

That oft the beast has seem’d to judge the man. 

An ancient, not a legendary tale, 

Hy one of sound intelligence rehearsed, 

,lf such who plead for Providence may seem 
iu modern eyes,; shall make the doctrine clear. 

Where England, stretch'd towards the setting sun. 
Narrow and long, o’erlooks the western wave, 
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Dwelt young Misagathus ; a scoriier he 
Of God and goodness, atheist in ostent. 

Vicious in act, in temper savage-fierce. 

He journey’d ; and his chance was as he went 
To join a traveller, of far different note, 

Evander, famed for piety, for years 
Deserving honour, but for wisdom more. 

Fame had not left the venei'able man 
A stranger to the manners of the youth, 

Whose face too was familiar to his view. 

Their way was on the margin of the land, 

O’er the gi*een summit of tlie rocks, w hose base 
Heats back the roaring surge, scarce heard so high. 
The charity that wai*m’d his heart was moved 
At sight of the man monster. With a smile ' 
Gentle, and affable, and full of grace, 

As fearful of offending wiioin ho, wish’d 
Much to persuade, he plied his car ^vith truths 
Not harshly thunder’d forth, or rudely press’d, 

But, like ins purpose, gracious, kind, and sweet. 

“ And dost thou dream,” the* impenetrable man 
Exclaimed, “ that me the lullabies of age, 

And fantasies of dotards such as thou. 

Can cheat, or move a moment’s fear in me ? 

Mark now the proof I give thee, that the brave 
Need no such aids as superstition lends. 

To steel their hearts against the dread of death.” 
He spoke, and to the precipice at hand 
Push’d with a madman’s fury. Fancy shrinks, 
And the blood thrills and curdles at the thought 
Of such a gulf as he design’d his grave. 

But though the felon oil his back could dare 
The dreadful leap, more rational, his steed 
Declined the death, and wheeling swiftly rouwl, 

Or e’er his hoof had press’d the crumbling verge. 
Baffled his rider, saved against his will. 

The frenzy of the brain may be redress’d 
By medicine well applied, but without grace 
'riie heart’s insanity admits no cure. 

Hb raged the more by what might have reform’d 
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His horrible intent, again he sought 
Destruction, with a zeal to be destroy’d, 

AVitli sounding whip, and i^wels dyed in blood. 

But still in vain. The Providence, that meant 
A longer date to the far nobler beast, 

Spared yet again the ignobler for his sake. 

And now, his prowess proved, and his sincere 
Incurable obduracy evinced, 

His rage grew cool ; and pleased perhaps to have earn’d 
S% cheaply the renown of that attempt, 

With looks of some complacence he resumed 
Ills road, deriding much the blank amaze 
Of good Evander, still where he was left 
Fix’d motionless and petrified with dread. 

I So on they fared. Discourse on other themes 
Ensuing seem’d to obliterate the past ; 

And tamer fur for so jnuch fury shown, 

(As is the course of rash aud fiery men,) 

The rude companion smiled, as if transform’d. 

But t’was a transient calm. A storm was near. 

An unsuspected storm, llis hour was come. 

The impious challenger of power Divine 

Was now to learn that Heaven, though slow to wrath, 

Is never with impunity defied. 

His horse, as he had caught his master’s mood, 
kSnorting and starting into sudden rage, 

Unbidden, and not now to be controll’d 
Rush’d to the cliff, and, having reach’d it, stood. 

At once the shock unseated him : he flew 
Sheer o’er the craggy barrier ; and, immersed 
Deep in the flood, found, when he sought it not, 

The death he had deserved, and died alone. 

So God wrought double justice; made the fool 
The victim of his own tremendous choice, 

^nd taught a brute the way to safe revenge. 

would not enter on my list of friends 
(Though graced with polish’d manners and fine sense. 
Yet wanting sensibility) the man 
Who needlessly sets foot upon a worm. 

An inadvertent step may crush the snail 
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That crawls at evening in the public patli ; 

But he that has humanity, forwarii’d. 

Will tread aside, and let the reptil ^ live. 

The creeping vermin, loathsome to the sight, 

And charged perhaps with venom, that intrudes 
A visitor unwelcome, into scenes 
Sacred to neatness and repose, the alcove, 

The chamber, or refectory, may die : 

A necessary act incurs no blame. 

Not so when, held within their proper bounds. 

And guiltless of offence, they range the air, 

Or take their pastime in the spacious field : 

There they arc privileged ; and he that hunts 
Or harms them there is guilty of a wrong, 

Disturbs the ecor«oiiiy of Nature’s realm, 

Who, wlieii she form’d, design’d them an abode. 
The sum is this. If man’s convenience, health. 

Or safety interfere, his rights and claims 
Are paramount, and must extinguish theirs. 

Else they are all — the n^eanest things that are, 

As free to live, and to enjoy that life, 

As God was free to form them at the first, 

Who in his sovereign wisdom made them all. 

Ye, therefore, who love mercy, teach your sons 
To love it too. The spring-time of our years 
Is soon dishonour’d and defiled in most 
By budding ills, that ask a prudent hand 
To check them. But, alas! none sooner shoots, 

If unrestrained, into liixui iant growth, 

Than cruelty, most devili.sh of them all. 

Mercy to Iiim that shows it is the rule 
And righteous limitation of its act, 

By which Heaven moves in pardoning guilty man, 
And he that shows none, being ripe in years, 

And conscious of the outrage he commits, ^ 

Shall seek it, and not find it, in his turn. >- 
Distinguish’d -much by reason, and still more 
By our capacity of grace Divine, 

From creatures that exist but for our sake. 

Which, having served us, perish, we arc held • 
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Accountable; aiidOotl, some future clay, 

Will reckon with us roundly for the ahune 
Of what he deems no mean or trivial trust. 
Superior as wo are, they yet depend 
Not more on human help than wx‘ on theirs. 

Tlieir strenj^th, or speed, or vigilance, were given 
In aid of our defects. In some are found 
Such teachable and apprehensive parts, 

That man’s attainnumts in his own concerns, 
Match’d with tlie expertness oftlie brutes in theirs. 
Are ofttimes vanquish'd and thrown far behind. 
Some show that nice sagacity of smell, 

And read with such discernment, in the port 
And ligure of the man, his secret aim, 

’I'hat oft vre owe our safety to a skill 
We could not teach, and must despair to leai’ii. 

13ut Ic'nrn we might, if not too proud to stoop 
To quadruped instructors, many a good 
And useful quality, and virtue too, 

Ivarely exemplified among ourselves — 

Attachment never to be v/eaued or changed’ 

Jly any change of fortune ; jwoof alike 
Agaii'^st nnkinclness, absence, and negl-'ct ; 

Fidcdity, that neith^WL* bribe nor tlireat 
Can move or warp ; and gratitinh* for small 
And trivial f.ivours, lasting as the life, 

And glistening even in the dying eye. 

Man praises man. Desert in arts, or arms 
Wins pii'nlic honour; -an'd ten thousand fit 
Patiently ])reient at a s acivd rong, 

Commemoration mad ; coiitci-.t to hear 
(O wonderful ciTect of mnNic’a power!) 

Messiah’s eulogy for ITandel’.s sake. 

Put less, methinks, than sricrilegc might serve. — 
(For v/as it h ss, v/hat heathen would have dared 
To strip Jove’s statue of hia oakvM wreath. 

And hang it up in honour of a man ?) 

l\Iuch less might serve, when all that wG di’sign 

Is but to gratify an itching car, 

And give the day to a mnsieian’s praise., ^ 



Remember Handel ? Who, that was not born 
Deaf as the dead to harmony, forgets, 

.Or can, the more than Homer of liis age? 

Yes — we remember him ; and while we praise 

A talent so divine, remember too 

"J’hat His most holy book, from whom it came, 

Was never meant, w’as never used before, 

To buckram out the memory of a man. 

But hush ! — the muse perhaps is too severe ; 

And, with a gi'avity beyond the size 
And measure of the ofteuce, rebukes a deed 
I^ess impious than absurd, aud owing more 
To want of judgment than to wrong design. 

So ill the chapel of old Ely House, 

When wandering Charles, who meant to be the third. 
Had fled from William, and the news was fresh, 

The simple clerk, but loyal, did aimounce, 

And eke did rear right merrily, two staves. 

Sung to the praise and glory of King George ! 

— Man praises man ; aud Garrick’s memory next, 

‘ When time has somewhat mellow’d it, aud made 
Tlie idol of our worship while he lived 
The god of our idolatry once more, 

Shall have its altar ; and the world sluiH go 
In pilgrimage to liow before his shrine. 

The theatre, too small, shall suftbeate 

Its squeezed contents, and more than it admits 

Shall sigh at their exclusion, and return 

Ungratified : for there some noble lord 

Shall stuff his shoulders with king Riehard’s bunch. 

Or wrap himself in Hamlet’s inky cloak, 

And strut, and storm, and straddle, stamp, and stare, 
To show the world how Garrick did not act-- 
For Garrick Avas a worshipper himself; 

He dreAv the liturgy, aud framed the rites 
And solemn ceremonial of the day, 

And call’d tlie world to Avorship on the hanks 
Of Avon, famed in songi Ah ! pleasant pi’oof 
That piety has still in human Iiearts 
' S«me place, a spark or two not yet extinct. 
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Tlic mulbcrry*ti't'e wys hung with i)looming wreath , 
The niiill)ciT} -troG stood ci'iitre of the daiicc ; 

Tlie mulberry -ti'ce was hymu’d with dulcet airs; 

And from his touchwood trunk the mulberry-tree 
Supplied such relics as devotion holds 
Still sacred, and preserves with pious care. 

So ’twas a hallow'd time : decorum reign’d. 

And mirth without ollencc. No few return’d, 
Doubtless much edified, and all refresh’d. ^ 

— Man praises nian. Tlie rabble, all alivo; 

From tippling- h(‘uc.hes, cellars, stalls, and styes, 
Swarm in the streets. The statesninn of the day, 

A pompous and slbw’-moving pageant, comes. 

Some shout him, and some luuig upon his car, 

To gaze in his ej'es, and bless him. Maidens wave 
Their kerchiefs, and old women weep for joy ; 

AVliilc others, not so satislied, unhorse 

The gilded equipage, and turning loose 

Ilis steeds, usurp a place t'uey well df*serve. [state ? 

Why? wliat has charmed them? Hath he saved the 

No. Doth he purpose its salvation ? No. 

Enchanting novelty, that moon at ful^, 

That finds out every creviee of the liend 
That is not sound and periect, hath in theirs 
Wrought this disturbance. Hut the. wane is near, 

And his own cattle must suffice him soon. 

Tims idly do we waste the breath of praise, 

And dedicate a tribute, in its use 
And just direction sacred, to a thing 
Doom’d to the tlust, or lodged already there. 
Encomium in old time wju:. jioet’.s v,-ork ; 

Hut poets, having ]aYi.".lily long since 
Exliausted all materials of the art. 

The task now falls into the public hand ; 

And I, contented with an humble theme, 

Have pour’d by stream of panegyric down 
The vale of Nature, where it creeps and vfinds 
Among her lovel}'^ works Avith a secure 
A.iid unambitious course, rellecting clear, 

If not the Aurtues, yet the Avorth, of brutes. 
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And I am recompensed, and doom tlie toils 
Of poetry not lost, if verse of mine 
JSIay stand beUveen au animal and Avoe, 

And teach one tyrant pity for his drudge. 

The gi-oans of Nature in this nether world, 
Which heaven has heard for ages, have an end. 
Foretold by prophets, and by poets sung, 

Whose fire u’as kindled at the prophets’ lainp,]^ 
The time of rest, the promised sabbath, comes. 
Six tliousand years of sorrow have well nigh 
Fulfill’d their tardy and disastrous course 
Over a sinful world; and what remains 
Of this tempestuous state of human things 
Is merely as the working of a sea 
lletbrc a calm, that ’‘ocl-is itself to rest ; ' 

For lie, whose car the winds are, and the clouds 
The dust that waits upon his sultrry inar(?li. 

When sin hath moved him, and his wrath is hot, 
Shall visit eaiMh in mercy ; shall descend 
Propitious in his chariot pavtd witli love; 

And what his storms have l)lat5ted and defaced 
Nor man’s revolt, shall with a smile repair. 

Sweet is the harp of prophecy ; too sweet 
Not to be wrong’d by a mere mortal touch: 

Nor can the wonders it records be snug 
To meaner mubic, ar.d not suffer loss. 

Hut w'hcn a poet, or wh<‘u one like me. 

Happy to rove among poetic flowers, 

Though poor in skill to rear tliem, lights at last 
On some fair theme, sojjie tliemo divinely fair, 
Such is the impulse and th.e spur ho feels. 

To give it praise pro])ortiou’d to its worth, 

That not to atleiupt it, arduous as he deems 
The labour, were a (ask more arduous still. 

O scenes surpas-.ing fable, and yet true, 

Scenes of accornplislfd l.-liss ! u liicli who can see, 
Though hut in distant prospect, and not feel 
His soul refresh’d with foretaste of the joy? 
Kivers of gladness v/ater all the earth, 

And clothe all climes with beauty ; the reproach 
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Of barrenness is past. Tlie fruitful field 
Laughs with ubunduuc'e ; and the land, once loan. 
Or fertile only in its own disgrace, 

Exults to see its thistly curse repeal’d. 

The various seasons woven into one. 

And that one season an eternal spring. 

The garden fears no blight, and needs no fence. 
For there is none to covet, all are full. 

The lion, and the libhard, and the bear 

(3 raze with the fearless flocks; all bask afnoon 

Together, or all gambol in the shade 

Of the same grove, and drink one common stream. 

Antipathies are none. No foe to man 

Lurks in the serpent now : the mother sees, 

And smiles to see, her infant’s playful hand 
Stretch’d forth to dally witli the crested worm. 

To stroke his azure neck, or to receive 

The lambent homage of Ins arrowy tongue. ^ 

All creatures worship man, and' all mankind ' 
One Lord, one Father. Error has no jdace ; 

That creeping pestilence is driven away ; 

The breath of heaven has chased it. In the heart 
,No passion touches a discordant string, 

Lilt all is harmony and love. Disease 
Is not : the pure and uncoutaminate blood 
Holds its duo course, nor fears the frost of age. 
One song employs all nations ; and all cry 
“ Worthy the Lamb, for he vras slain for us I” 

The dwellers in the vales and on the rocks 
Shout to each other, and the mountain tops 
From distant mountains catch the flying joy; 

I'ill, nation after nation taught the strain, 
kkirth rolls the rapturous Ilosamia round. 

Behold the measure of the promise fill’d ; 

See Salem built, the labour of a God ! 

Bright as a sun, tlie sacred city shines; 

All kingdoms and all princes of the earth 
Flock to tliat light; the glory of all lands 
Flows into her ; unhoniuled is her joy, 

And endless h.er increase. "J’he rams, are there, 
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Nebaioth, and the floclts of Kedar there ;* 

The looms of Ormiis, and tlic mines of ]nd» 

And Saba’s spicy groves, pay tribute there. 

Praise is in all her gates : upon her walls, 

And in her streets, and in her spacious courts, 

Is heard salvation. Eastern Java there 
Kneels with the native of the farthest west ; 

And ^Ethiopia spreads abroad the hand. 

And worships. Her report has traveU’d/ortli 
Into all lands. From every clime they come 
To see thy beauty, and to share thy joy, 

O Sion 1 an assemldy such as earth 

Saw never, such as Heaven stoops down to see. 

Thus heaveiiAvard all things tend. For all u'ere once 
Perfect, and all must be at length restored. 

So God has greatly purposed; who would else 
In his dishonour’d works himself endure 
Dishonour, and be wrong’d without redress. 

Haste, then, and wheel away a sliatter’d world, 

Ye slow-revolving seasons! we would see 
(A eight to which our eyes are strangers yet) 

A world that does not dread and hate his law 
And suffer for its crime ; would learn how fair 
The (y’cature is that God pronounces good, 

How pleasant in itself Avhat pleases him. 

Here every drop of honey hides a sting ; 

Worms wind themselves into our sweetest flowers ; 
And e’en the joy that haply some poor heart 
Derives from heaven, pure as the fountain is, 

Is sullied in the stream, taking a taint 
From touch of human lips, at best impure. 

O for a world in principle as chaste 
As this is gross and selfish ! over which 
Custom and prejudice shall bear no sway, 

Tliat govern all things hero, shouldering aside 
Tlie meek and modest ff’ruth, and forcing her 
To seek a refuge from the tongue of Strife 

* Ncbaiotli and Kedar, Ibo sons of Ishmael, and progenitors of 
tlie Arabs, in the proplu-fic scripture liere atluded to, may be 
reasonably considered as renrcscntaUvco of tiic Gentiles at large. 
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In nooks obscure, far from the ways of men : 

Where Violence shall never lift the sword, 

Nor Cunning justify the proud man’s wrong. 

Leaving the poor no remedy hut tears : 

Where he, that fills an office, shall esteem 
The occasion it presents of doing good 
More than the perquisite : where Law shall speak 
Seldom, and never hut as Wisdom prompts 
And Equity : not jealous more to guard 
A worthless form than to decide aright : — 

Where Fashion shall not sanctify abuse, , 

Nor smooth Good-hreeding (supplemental grace) 

With lean performance ape the work of Love ! 

Come, then, and, added to thy many crowns, 
lieceive yet one, the crown of all the earth, 

Thou who alone art worthy! It was thine 
By ancient covenant, ere Nature’s birth ; 

And thou hast made it thine by purchase since, 

And overpaid its value with thy blood. 

Thy saints proclaim thee king ; and in their hearts 
Thy title is engraven with a pen 
Dipp’d in the fountain of eternal love. 

Thy saints proclaim thee king; and thy delay 
Gives courage to their foes, who, could they sec 
The dawn of thy last advent, long desired. 

Would creep into the bowels of the hills, 

And flee for safety to the falling rocks. 

The very spirit of the world is tired 
Of its own taunting question, ask’d so long, 

“ Where is the promise of your Lord’s approach ? ” 
The infidel has shot his bolts away, 

Till, his exhausted quiver yielding none. 

He gleans the blunted shafts that have recoil’d. 

And aims them at the shield of Truth again. 

The veil is rent, rent too by priestly hands. 

That hides divinity from mortal eyes ; 

And all the mysteries to faitli proposed, 

Insulted and traduced, arc cast aside. 

As useless, to the moles and to the bats. 

They now are deemed the faithful, and arc praised. 
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Who constant only in rejecting thee, 

Deny thy Godhead with a martyr’s zeal, 

And quit tlieir office for their error’s sake. 

Blind, and in love witli darkness ! yet e’en these 
Worthy, compared with sycophants, who kneel 
Thy name adoring, and then preach thee man I 
So fares tliy church. But how thy church may fare 
The world takes little thought. Who will may preach, 
And what they will. All pastors are alike 
To wandering sheep, resofved to follow none. 

Two gods divide them all — Pleasure and Gain : 

For these they live, they sacrifice to these. 

And in their service -wage perpetual war 
With conscience and with thee. Jmst in their hearts, 
And mischief in thei’* hands, they roam the earth 
To prey upon each other : stubborn, fierce, 
High-minded, filming out their own disgrace. 

Thy prophets speak of such ; and, noting down 
The features of the last degenerate times, 

Exhibit every lineament of these. 

Come then, and, added to thy many crowns, 

Keccivc yet one, as radiant as the rest. 

Due to thy last and most eliectual work, 

Thy word fulfill’d, the conquest of a Avorld I ' 

He is the haj)py man whose life e’cii now 
Shows somewhat of that happier life to come ; 

Who, doom’d to aii obscure but tranquil state. 

Is pleased with it, and, were he free to chocse, 

Wc/uld make his fate his choice ; whom peace, the fruit 
Of virtue, and' whom virtue, fruit of faith. 

Prepare for happiness ; bespeak him one 
Content indeed to sojourn while he must 
Below the skies, hut having there his home. 

'i'he world o’erlooks liim in her busy search 
Of objects, more illustrious in her view j 
And, occupied as earnestly as she, 

'I'hough more sublimely, he o’erlooks the v/orld. 

She sconis his pleasure.-, fr.r she knows them n< t; 

He seeks not hciv, for he has proved tliem vain. 

He cannot skim the ground like summer birds 
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Pursuing gilded dies ; and such he deems 
Iler honours, her emoluments, her joys. 

Therefore in contemphitioii is his bliss, 

Whose power is such, that whom she lifts from earth 
She makes familiar with a heaven unseen, 

And shows him glories yet to be reveard. 

Not slothful he, though seeming uncrnploy’d, 

And censured oft as useless- Stillest streams 
Oft water fairest meadows, and the bird 
That llutters least is longest on the wing. 

Ask him, indeed, what trophies he has raised, 

Or what achievements of immortal fame 
He purposes, and he shall answer — None. 

His Av^i^re is within. There uiifatigued 
His foment spirit labours. There he fights. 

And there obtains fresh triumplis o’er himself. 

And never-withering wreaths, compared with which 
The laurels that a Cmsar reaps are weeds. 

Perhaps the self- approving haughty world, 

That as she sweeps him with her whistling silks 
Scarce deigns to notice him, or, if she see, 

Deems him a cipher in the works of God, 

Receives advantage from hisimiseless hours, 

Of which she little dreams jiCPerhaps she owes 
Her stinshine and her rain; her blooming spring 
And plenteous harvest, to the prayer he makes. 
When, Isaac-like, the solitary saint 
Walks forth to meditate at even-tide. 

And think on her, Mdio thinks not for herself 
Forgive him, then, thou hustler in concerns 
Of little worth, an idler in the best, 

If, author of no mischief and some good, 
lie seeks his proper happiness hy means 
That may advance, but cannot hinder, thine. 

Nor, though he tread the secret path of life, 
blngage no notice, and enjoy much ease, 

Account him an encumbrance on the state, 

Receiving benefits, and rendering none. 

His sphere though humble, if that humble sphere 
Shine with his fair example, and though small 

£ 3 
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His influence, if that influence all be spent 
In soothing sorrow and in quenching strife, 

In aiding helpless indigence, in works 
From which at least a grateful few derive 
Some taste of comfort in a world of woe j 
Then let the supercilious great confess 
He serves his country, recompenses well 
The state, beneath tlie shadow of wliose vine 
lie sits secure, and in the scale of life 
Holds no ignoble, though a slighted, place. 

The man, whose virtues are inorefolt than seen. 
Must drop indeed the hope of public praise; 

But he may boast, v/hat few that win It can, 
That, if his country stand not by his skill. 

At least bis follies have not wrought her fall. 
Polite Itcfinemeiit offers him in vain 
Her golden tube, through which a sensual w^orld 
Draws gross impurity, and likes itwTll, 

The neat conveyance hiding all the oireace. 

Not that he peevishly rejects a mode 
Because that world adopts it. If it bear 
The stamp and clear iinprci-sion of good sense. 
And be not costly more than of true worth, 

He puts it on, and, for de^um sake, 

Can wear it e’en as graceiTOly as she. 

She judges of refinement by the eye, 
lie by the test of conscience, and a heart 
Not soon deceived ; aware that what is hare 
No polish can make sterling ; and that vice, 
Though w'cll perfumed and elegantly dic. s’d, 
Like an unhuried carcass trick’d with I’owers, 

Is but a garni, h’d nuisance, fitter far 
For cleanly riddance than for fair attire. 

So life glides smoothly and by stealth away 
More golden than that age of fabled gold 
Renowned in ancient song; not vex’d with care 
Or stain’d with guilt, heneficent, approved 
Of God' and man-, and peaceful in its end. 

So glide my life away ! and so, at 1 r.t, 

My share of duties deoonlly jVtlflil’d, 
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May some disease, not tardy to perform 
Its destined office, yet with gentle stroke, 

Dismiss me weary to a safe retreat, 

Beneath the turf that I have often trod. 

It shall not grieve me, then, that once, -when call’d 
To dress a Sofa with Ae flowers of verse, 

I play’d awhile, obedient to the fair. 

With that light task; but soon, to please her more, 
Whom flowers alone I knew would little please. 

Let fall the uufinish’d wreath, and roved for fruit ; 
Iiovcd flir, and gather’d much : some harsh, ’tis true. 
Pick’d from the thorns and briars of reproof, 

But wholesome, well-digested ; grateful some 
To palates that can taste immortal truth ; 

Insipid else, and sure to be despised. 

But all is in Ilis hand, whose praise I seek. 

In vain the poet sings, and the world liears, 

If he regard not, though divine the theme. 

’Tis not in artful measures, in the chime 
And idle tinkling of a minstrel’s lyre, 

To charm his car, whose eye is on the heart ; 

"Whose frown can disappoint the proudest strain^ 
Whose approbation — prosper even Dtiae. 
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It is not from his forin, in which we trace 
Strength join’d with beauty, dignity with grace', 

That man, the master of this globe, derives 
Ills right of empire over all that lives, 

Tliat form, indeed, the associate of a mind 
Vast in its powers, ethereal in its kind, 

That form, the labour of Almiglity skill. 

Framed for the service of a freeborn will, 

Asserts precedence, and bespeaks control. 

Rut borrows all its graudeur from the soul. 

Iler’s is the state, the splendour, and the throne. 

An intellectual kingdom, all her own. 

* In this poem the author would he very sorry to slnnd sus* 
pected of having aimed liis censure at any pjirticular scliool. I Iis 
objections are such as naturally apply themselves to t^chools iii 
general. If then* were not, as for the mo4 |)art there is, -wilful 
neglect in those who manage them, and an omission even of such 
discipline as they are susceptible of, i lie objects arc vet too 
numerous for minute attention ; and tlie acliing hearts' of ten 
thousand parents, mourning under the bitterest oi* all disappoint- 
ments, attest the truth of the allegntion. His quarrel, therefore, 
is with the mischief at large, and not witli any particular instance 
Ofit. 
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For her the memory fills her ample page 
With tiuths pour’d down from every distant ago; 
For her amasses an unbounded store, 

The wisdom of great nations, now no more ; 
Though laden, not encumber’d with her spoil ; 
Laborious, yet uiiconscioiis of her toil ; 

When copiously supplied, then most enlarged; 

Still to be fed, and not to be surcharged. 

For her the Fancy, roving uucon fined. 

The present muse of every pensive mind, 

Works magic wonders, atlds a brighter hue 
To Nature’s scenes than Nature ever knew'. 

At her command winds rise and waters roar. 
Again she lays them slumbering on the shore ; 
With flower and fruit the wilderness supplies. 

Or bids the rocks in ruder pomp arise. 

For her the Judgment, umpire in the strife 
That (ii’ace and Nature have to wage through life, 
Quick-sighted arbiter of good and ill. 

Appointed sage preceptor to the Will, 

Cond'"nns, approves, and with a faithful voice 
Guides the decision of a doubtful choice. 

Why did the fiat of a God give birtli 
To yon fair Sun and his attendant Earth ? 

And, when descending he resigns the skies, 

Why takes the gentler Moon her turn to rise. 
Whom Ocean feels through all his countless waves 
And owms her power on every shore he laves ? 
Why do the seasons still enrich the year, 

Fruitful and young as in their first career? 

Spring hangs her inhuit blossoms on the trees, 
Kock’d ill the cradle of the Avesterii breevie ; 
Siiininer in haste the thriving charge receives 
Hencatli the shade of her expanded leaves, 

Till Autiuim’s fiercer heats and plenteous dews 
Dye them at last in all their glowing hues. — 

’Tw ere wild profusion all, and bootless waste, 
Power misemploy’d, munificence ifiisplaeed, 
llud not its Author dignified the plan, 

And crown’d it with tlie majesty of man. 
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Thus form’d, thus placed, intelligent, and taught, 
Look where he will, the wonders God has wrought. 
The wildest scorner of his Maker’s laws 
Pinds in a sober moment time to pause. 

To press the important question on his heart, 

“ Why form’d at all, and wherefore as thou art 
If man be what he seems, this hour a slave, 

Tlie next mere dust and ashes in the grave ; 

Kndued with reason only to descry 
Ills crimes and follies with an aching eye; 

With passions, just that he may prove, with pain, 
The force he spends against their fury vain ; 

And if, soon after having burnt, by turns. 

With every lust wit!i which frail Nature burns, 

His being end where death dissolves the bond. 

The tomb take all, and all be blank beyond ; 

Then he, of all that Nature has brought forth. 
Stands sclf-impoach’d the creature of least worth. 
And, useless while he lives, and when he dies. 
Brings into doubt the wisdom of the skies. 

Truths that the learn’d pursue with eager thought 
Are not important always as dear-bought, 

Proving at last, though told in pompous strains, 

A childish waste of philosophic pains ; 

But truths on which depends our main concern. 
That 'tis our shame and misery not to learn, 

Shine by the side of every path we tread 
With such a lustre, he that runs may read. 

’Tis true tliat, if to trifle life away 
Down to the sunset of their latest day. 

Then perish on futurity’s wide shore 
Like fleeting exhalations, found no more. 

Were all that heaven required of human kind. 

And all the plan their destiny design’d, 

What none could reverence all might justly blame, 
And man would breathe but for his ^laker’s shame. 
But reason Iieard, and nature well perused, 

At once the dreaming mind is disabused. 

If all we find possessing earthy sea, air, 

Reflect his attributes who placed them there, 
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Fulfil the purpose, and appear design’d 
Proofs of the wisdom of the all-seeing mind, 

’Tis plain the creature, whom he chose to invest 
With kingship and dominion o’er the rest, 
deceived his nobler nature, and was made 
Fit for the power in which he stands arrayed 5 
That first, or last, hereafter, if not here. 

He too might make his author’s wisdom clear, 

Praise him on earth, or, obstinately dumb, 

Suffer his justice in a world to come. 

This once believed, ’twerc logic misapplied 
To prove a consequence by none denied. 

That we are bound to cast the minds of youth 
Hetimes into the mould of heavenly truth. 

That taught of God they may indeed be wise, 

Nor ignorantly wandering miss the skies. . ~- 
In early days the conscience has in most 
A quickness, which in later life is lost ; 

Preserved from guilt by salutary fears. 

Or guilty soon relenting into tears. 

Too careless often, as our years proceed. 

What friends we sort with, or what books we read, 
Our parents yet exert a prudeut cure 
To feed our infant minds with proper fare j 
And wisely store the nursery by degrees 
With wholesome learning, yet acquired with ease. 
Neatly secured from being soil’d or torn 
Hcneath a pane of thin translucent horn, 

A book (to please us at a tender age 
’Tis call’d a book, though but a single page) 

Presents the prayer the Saviour deign’a to teach. 
Which children use, and parsons — when they preach. 
Tiisping our syllables, we scramble next 
Through moral narrative, or sacred text ; 

And learn with wonder how this world began, 

Who made, who marr’d, and who has ransom’d man : 
Points which, unless the Scripture made them plain, 
The wisest heads might agitate in vain. 

O thou, whom, borne on Fancy’s eager wing 
Back to the season of life’s happy spring, 
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I pleased remember, and, Avliile memory yet 
Holds fast her office here, can ne’er forget ; 

Ingenious dreamer, in whose well-told tale 
Sweet fiction and sweet truth alike prevail ; 

Whose humorous vein, strong sense, and simple style 
May teach the gayest, make the gravest smile ; 
Witty, and well employ’d, and, like thy Lord, 
Speaking in parables his slighted word ; 

I name thee not, lest so despised a name 
Should move a sneer at thy deserved fame ; 

Yet e’en in transitory life’s late day. 

That mingles all my brown with sober gray, 

Revere the man whose Piiajrim marks tlie rosjd. 

And guides the Progress of the soul to God. 

*Twcre wcdl with most, if books that could engage 
Their childhood pleased them at a riper nge; 

The man, approving what had charm’d tlie boy. 
Would die at last in comfort, peace, and joy, 

And not with curses on his heart, who stole 
The gem of truth from his unguarded soul. 

The stamp of artless piety, impress’d 
By kind tuition on his yielding breast, 

The youth, now bearded and yet pert and raw. 
Regards with scorn, though once received with awe j 
And, warp’d into the labyrinth of lies, 

That babblers, call’d philosophers, devise, 
Blasphemes his creed, as founded on a plan 
Replete with dreams, unworthy of a man. 

Touch but his nature in its ailing part. 

Assert the native evil of his heart, 

His pride resents the charge, although the proof* 
Rise in his forehead, and seem rank enongh : 

Point to the cure, describe a Saviour’s cross 
As God's expedient to retrieve his loss. 

The young apostate sickens at the view. 

And hates it with the malice of a .Tew, 

How weak the barrier of mere nature proves. 
Opposed against the pleasures Nature loves ! 


* See « Cwn»n. sixvi, 
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While self-betray’d, and wilfully undone, 

She longs to yield, no sooner woo’d than won. 

Try now the merits of this blest exchange 
Of modest truth for wit’s eccentric range. 

Time was, he closed as he began the day, 

With decent duty, not ashamed to pray ; 

The practice was a bond upon his heart, 

A pledge he gave for a consistent part ; 

Nor could he dare presumptuously displease 
A power, confess’d so lately on his knees. 

Hut now farewell all legendary tales, 

The shadows fly, philosophy prevails; 

Prayer to the winds, and caution to the waves , 
Keligion makes the free by nature slaves. 

Priests have invented, and the world admjll'ed 
What knavish priests promulgate as inspired 
Till Keason, now no longer overawed, 

Kesumes her powers, and spurns the clumsy fraud ; 
And, common sense diffusing real day. 

The meteor of the Gospel dies away. 

Such rhapsodies our shrewd discerning youtli 
J;earn from expert inquirers after truth ; 

Whose only care, might truth presume to speak. 

Is not to find what they profess to seek. 

And thus, well tutor’d only while we share 
A mother’s lectures and a nurse’s care ; 

And taught at schools much mythologic stuff,’^ 

Hut sound religion sparingly enough ; 

Our early notices of truth, disgraced, 

Soon loose their credit, and are all elfaced. 

Would you your son sliould he a sot or dunce, 
Lascivious, headstrong, or all these at once ; 

That in good time the stripling’s finish’d taste' 

For loose expense and fashionable waste 
Sliould prove your ruin, and liis own at last; 

* The aiUhor be"3 leave to explain. — ScDsible that, williout 
such knowle<lf;(!, neither the aneient poets nor liistorians can be 
tiisletl, or indeecl umlerstootl, he does not mean to censure the 

f iiiins that arc taken to instruct a schoolboy in the relii'ion of the 
leatlion, birt merely tlnit ne:'lect of Christian culture which leaves 
him slinmcfull;. i^nrra .t of his o”. n. 
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Train him in public with a mob of boys, 

Ciiildish in mischicif only and in noise. 

Else of a mannish growth, and five in ten 
In infidelity and lewdness men. 

There shall he learn, ere sixteen winters old, 

That authors are most useful pawn* d or sold ; 

That pedantry is all that schools impart, 

But taverns teach the knowledge of the heart ; 

There waiter Dick, with bactjhanalian lays, 

Sliall win his heart, and have his drunken praise. 

His counsellor and bosom friend shall prove. 

And some street-pacing harlot his first love. 

Schools, unless discipline were doubly strong. 

Detain their adolescent charge too long ; 

The management ol tiros of eighteen 
la difficult, their punishment obscene. 

The stout tall captain, whose superior size 
The minor heroes view with envious eyes, 

Becomes their pattern, upon whom they fix 
Their whole attention, and ape all his tricks. 

Ilis pride, tliat scorns to obey or to submit, 

With them is courage; his eCTrontery wit. 

His wild excursions, window-breaking feats, 
llobbery of gardens, quarrels in the streets, 

His hairbreadth 'scopes, and all his daring schemes, 
Transport them, and are made their favourite themes. 
In little bosoms such achievements strike 
A kindred spark : they burn to do the like. 

Thus, half accomplish’d ere lie yet begin 
To show the peeping down upon his chin ; 

And, as maturity of years comes on, 

Made just the adept that you design’d your son ; 

To ensure the perseverance of his course, 

And give your monstrous project all its force, 

Send him to college. If he there be tamed. 

Or ill one article of vice reclaim’d, 

Where no regard of ordinances is shown 
Or look’d for now, the fault must be Iiis own, 

Some sneaking virtue lurks in liiui, no doubt. 

Where neither strumpets’ charms, nor drinking bout, 
Nor gambling practices oau find it out. 
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Such youths of spirit, and that spirit too, 

Ye nurseries of our boys, wc owe to you : 

Tliough from ourselves the mischief more proceeds, 
For public schools ’tis public folly feeds, 

The slaves of custom and establish’d mode, 

Witli packhorse constancy we keep the road, 
Ch’ooked or straight, through quags or thorny dells, 
True to the jingling of our leader’s bells. 

To follow foolish precedents, and wink 
With botli our eyes, is easier than to think: 

And such an age as our’s balks no expense, 

ICxccpt of caution and of common sense ; 

Else sure notorious fact, and proof so plain, 

Would turn our steps into a wiser train. 

I blame not those w lio, with what care they can, 
O’erwatch the numerous and unruly clan ; 

Or, if I blame, ’tis only that they d^are 
Promise a work of which they must despair. 

Have ye, ye sage iiitendants of the whole, 

A ubiquarian presence and control, 

Elisha’s eye, tliat, when Gehazi stray'd, 

Went with him, and saw all the game ho play'd ? 
Yes — ye are conscious; and on all the shelves 
Your pupils strike upon have struck yourselves. 

Or if, by nature sober, ye had then. 

Hoys as ye were, the gravity of men. 

Ye knew at least, by constant proofs address’d 
To cars and eyes, the vices of the rest. 

Jhit ye connive at wliat ye cannot cure, 

And evils not to be endured endure, 

Lest power exerted, but Avithout success. 

Should make the little ye retain still less. 

Ye once were justly fumed for bringing forth 
Undoubted scholarship ami genuine worth ; 

And in the firmament of fame still shines 
A glory, bright as that of all the signs, 

Of poets raised hy you, and statesmen, and divines. 
Peace to them all I thos»* brilliant times are fled. 
And no such lights are kindling in their stead. 

Our striplings shine indeed, but with such rays 
As set the midnight riot in a blaze ; 
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And seem, if judged by their expressive loobs, 
Deeper in none than in their surgeons’ hooks. 

Say, muse, (for education made the song, 

No muse can hesitate, or linger long,) 

What causes move us, knowing, as we must. 

That these menageries all fail their trust. 

To send our sons to scout and scamper there, 
While colts and puppies cost us so much care ! 

Be it a weakness, it deserves some praise, 

We love tlie play-place of our early days ; 

'I'he scene is touching, and the heart is stone 
That feels not at that sight, and feels at none. 

The wall on which we tried our graving skill, 
The very name we carved subsisting still ; 

The bench on whicli we sat while deep employ’d, 
Though mangled, hack’d, and hew’d, not yet 
stroy’d ; 

The little ones, unbutton’d, glowing hot, 

Playing our games, and on the very spot , 

As haj)py as w'C once, to kneel and draw 
The chalky ring, and knuckle down at taw ; 

To pitch the ball into the grounded hat, 

Or drive it devious with a dextrous pat ; 

The pleasing spectacle at once excih's 
Such recollections of our own delights, 

That, viewing it, we seem almost to obtain 
Our innocent sweet simple years again. 

This fond attachment to the well-known ])lace. 
Whence first we started into life’s long race. 
Maintains its hold' with such unfailing sway. 

We feel it e’en in age, and at our latest day. 

Hark ! how the sire of chits, whose future share 
Of classic food begins to be his care. 

With his own likeness ydaced on either knee. 
Indulges all a father’s heartfelt glee ; 

And tells them, as he strokes their silver locks, 
l^hat they must soon learn l.atin, and to box; 
Then turning, he regales bis listening wife 
With all the adventures of his early life ; 

His skill in coachmanship, or driving chaise. 

In bilking tavern-bills, and spouting plays ; 
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Wliat shifts he used, detected in a scrape, 

How he was flogg’d, or had the luck to escape ; 

What sums he lost at play, and how he sold 
Wjitch, seals, and all — till all his pranks are told, 
i Ketracing thus his frolics, (’tis a name 
i That palliates deeds of folly and of shame,) 
lie gives the local bias all its sway ; 

'llesolves that where he play’d, his sons shall play, 
And destined their bright genius to be shown 
Just in the scene where he display’d his own. 

'I'lie meek and bashful boy will soon be tauglit 
’I'o be as bold and forward as he ought ; 

'I'he rude will scunic though with ease enough, 

(ireat schools suit best the sturdy and the rough. 

All, happy designation, prudent choice. 

The event is sure ; expect it, and rejoice I 
Soon see your wisli fiilnU’d in either child. 

Tlie pert made porter, and the tame made wild. 

The ^reat indeed, by titles, riches, birth, 

Excused the encumbrance of more sordid wortli, 

Are best disposed of where with most success 
I’iiey may acquire that confident address, 

Those habits of profuse and lewd expense, 

Tliat scorn of all delights but those of sense. 

Which, though in plain plebeians we condemn, 

With so much reason, all expect from them. 

)hit families of less illustrious fame, 

Wliose chief distinction is their spotless name, 

AVhose lieirs, their lionours none, their income small, 
i^Iust shine by true desert, or not at all, 

Wliat dream they of, that, with so little care 
They risk their hopes, their dearest treasure, there ? 
iTliey dream of little Charles or William graced 
With wig prolix, down flowing to his wabt 
'They see the attentive crowds his talents draw, 

They hear him speak— the oracle of law. 

The father, win designs hi.? babe a prie.^t. 

Dreams him episcopal ly such at least : 

And, while the playful jockey scours the room 
llriskly, astride upon the parlour broom, 
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In fancy sees liiin more superbly ride 

In coacli ^ith purple lined, and mitres on its side. 

I’jvents improbable and strange as these, 

Whicli only a parental eye foresees, 

A public scliool shall bring to pass with ease, 
lint how ? resides such virtue in that air. 

As must create an appetite for prayer? 

And will it breathe into him all the zeal 
^I'hat candidates for rueh a prize should feel, 

"J\) take the lead and be the foremost still 
In all true worth and literary skill? 

“ Ah, blind to bright futurity, untaught 
The knowledge of the AVorld, and dull of thought ! 
Church-ladders are not always mounted best 
lly learned clerks and Latinists profess’d. 

The exalted prize demands an upv/ard look. 

Not to he found by poring on a book. 

Small .Odll in Latin, and still less in Greek, 

Is more than adequat'^ to all 1 seek. 

Let erudition grace liim, or not grace 
I give the bauble hut the second place ; 

His wealth, fame, honours, all that I intend, 

Subsist and centre in one point — a friend. 

A friend, whate’er he studies or neglects, 

Shall give him consequence, heal all defects. 

His intercourse with peers and sons of peers — 

There dawns the splendour of his future years ; 

111 that bright quarter his propitious skies 
Shall blush hctiines, aud there liis glory ri.'^c. [teacii 
Your Lordship, and Yhmr Grace ! wliat school can 
A rhetoric equal to tho.se parts of speech ? 

What need of Ilouior’s verse or Tully’s prose. 

Sweet interjections ! if he learn but those ? 

Ijct reverend churls his ignorance rebuke, 

W^lio starve upon a dog’s-ear’d Pentateuch, 

The parson knows enough who knows a duke.” 
ICgregious purpose ! worthily begun 
In barbarous prostitution of your son ; 

Press’d on his part by means that would disgrace 
A scrivener’s clerk, or footman out of place, 
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And (nding, if at last ils end he gain’d, 

In sacrilege, in God’s own house profan’d. 

It may succeed ; and if liis sins should call 
For more than common punishment, it shall ; 

’Flic wretch shall rise, and be the thing on earth 
Ijcast qualified in honour, learning, >vorth, 

To occupy a sacred, awful post, 

Til whicli tliG best and worthiest tremble most. 

Tlie royal letters are a thing of course, 

A king, that would, might recommend his horse : 

And deans,, no doubt, and chapters, witli one voice. 

As hound in duty, would confirm the choice. 

Ilehold your bishop ! well he plays his part, 

(Christian in name, and infidel in heart, 

Ghostly in oflice, earthly in his plan, 

A slave at court, elsewhere a lady’s man. 

Dumb as a senator, and as a priest 
A piece of mere church furniture at host ; 

To live estranged from God his total scope, 

And his end siu’e, without one glimpse of hope. 
l)Ut, fair although and feasible it seem, 

Depend not much upon your golden (b eam ; 

For Providence, that seems couceni’d to exempt 
Tlu! hallow’d bench from absolute contempt, 

Tn spite of all the wrigglers into place, 

{■•till keeps a scat or tv/o for worth and grace ; 

And therefore 'tls, tha^ tliough the sight be rare, 

We sometimes sec a Lowtli or llagot there. 

Ik'sides, school fnendi-hips are not always found, 
'I'lioiigh fair in promise, permanent and sound ; 

’J’lie most dFinterested and virtuous minds, 

In early years connected, time unbinds ; 

New .situations give a dilVerent ca.st 
Of habit, inclination, temper, taste; 

And he, that seem’d our counterpart at first. 

Soon shows tlie strong siinilitude reversed. 

Young heads arc gid<ly, and young hearts are warm, 
And make mistakes for manhood to reform. 

Boys are, at best, but pretty buds unblown, 

Whose scent and hues are rather guess’d than knowm ; 
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ICach dreams that each is just what he appears. 
But learns his error in maturer years, 

VVheu disposition, like a sail unfurl’d. 

Shows all its rents and patches to the world. 

If, therefore, e’en M'hen honest in design, 

A boyish friendship may so soon decline, 
’Twere wiser sure to inspire a little heart 
With just abliorrence of so mean a part. 

Than set your son to work at a vile trade 
For wages so unlikely to be paid. 

Our public hires of puerile resort. 

That are of chief and most approved report, 

To such base hopes, in many a sordid soul, 

Owe their repute in part but not the whole. 

A principle, whose proud pretensions pass 
Uiiquestion’d though the jewel he but glass — 
That with a world, often not over-nice, 

Hanks as a virtue, and is yet a vice ; 

Or rather a gross compound, justly tried, 

Of envy, hatred, jealousy, and pride — 
Contributes most ^)erhaps to enhance their fame 
And emulation is its specious name. 

Boys, once on tire with that contentious zeal, 
Feel all the rage that female rivals feel ; 

The prize of beauty in a ivoman’s eyes 
Not brighter than in theirs the scholar’s prize. 
The spirit of that compctitioji hums 
With all varieties of ill hy turns ; 

Each vainly magnifies his own success, 

Hesents his felloAr’s, wishes it were less, 

Exults in his miscarriage if he fail, 

Deems his reward too great if lu; prevail, 

And labours to surpass him day and night, 

Less for improvement than to tickle spite. 

The spur is powerful, and 1 grant its force ; 

It pricks tlie genius forward in its course*, 

Allows short time for play, and none for sloth ; 
And, felt alike by eaeb, advances both : 

But judge, where so nuieli evil intervenes. 

The end, though plausible, not worth the means. 
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Weigh, for a moment, classical desert 
Against a heart depraved and temper hurt ; 

Hurt too perhaps for life; for early -wrong 
Done to the nobler part aiVeets it long; 

And you arc stancli indeed in learning’s cause, 

If you can crown a discipline, that draws 
Such mischiefs after it with much applause. 

Connexion form’d for interest, and endear’d 
lly selfish views, thus censured and eiisliier’d ; 
And emulation, as engendering hate. 

Doom’d to a no less ignominious fate : 

The props of such proud seminaries fall, 

The Jaohin and the lloaz of them all. 

Creat schools rejected then as tho.^e that swell 
Ileyond a size that can be managed well, 

Shall royal institutions miss tlie i)ays, 

And small academies win all the praise ? 

Force not my drift beyond its just intent, 

I praise a scliool as Pope a government ; 

So take my judgment in his language dress’d, 

“ Whate’er is best administer’d is best.” 

Few boys are born wilb talents that excel, 

But all are capable of living well; 

Then ask not w'hetlier limited or large? 

But, watch they strictly, or neglect their charge ? 
Tf anxious only that their boys may leurn, 

While morals languish, a dc.spised concern, 

The great and small deserve one common blame, 
Diftereiit in size, but in elfect the same. 

Much zeal in virtue’s cause all teachers boast, 
Tliongli motives of mere lucre sway the most ; 
Tlierefore in towns and cities the}' abound, 

For there the game tlicy seek is easiest found, 
Though there, in spite of all that care can do, 
Traps to catch j oiitli are most abundant too. 

If shrewd, and of a wcll-constrneb d brain, 

Keen in pursuit, and vigorous to retain, 

Your son come forth a prodigy of skill ; 

As, whej’esoever taught, eo form’d, he v/ill; 
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The pedagogue, with self-complacent air. 

Claims more than half the praise as his due share. 

But if, with all his genius, he betray, 

Not more intelligent than loose and gay. 

Such vicious habits as disgrace his name, 

Threaten his health, his fortune, and his fame ; 
Though want of due restraint alone have bred 
The symptoms that yon sec with so much dread ; 
Unenviecl there, he may sustain alom; 

Tlie whole reproach, the fault was all his own. 

Oh ! ’tis a sight to be with joy perused, 

By all whom sentiment has not abused ; 

New-fangled sentiment, the boasted grace 
Of those who never feel in the right place ; 

A sight surpass’d by none that we can show, 

Though Vestris on one leg still shine below ; 

A father blest with an ingenuous son, 

Fatlier, and friend, and tutor, all in one. 

How ! — turn again to tales long since forgot, 

Ailsop, and Plucdrus, and the rest? — Why not? 

He will not blush, that lias a father’s heart, 

To take in childish plays a childish part; 

But bends his sturdy back to any toy 

That yi'utli takes pleasiu*e in, to please his boy : 

Then why resign into a stranger’s hand 
A task as much within your own command, 

That God and nature, and your interest too, 

Seem with one voice to delegate to you ? 

Why hire a lodging in a house unknown 
For one whose tenderest thoughts all hover round your 
own ? 

This second weaning, needless as it is, 

How does it lacerate both your heart and his ! 

The indented stick, that loses day by day 
Notch after notch, till all are smooth’d away, 

Bears witness, long ere his dismission come, 

With w’hat intense desire he wants his home. 

But though tlic joys he hopes beneath your roof 
Bid fair enough to answer in the proof, 
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Harm .ess, and safe, and natural, as they are, 

A disappointment ^aits him even there : 

Arrived, he feels an unexpected change ; 

He blushes, hangs his head, is shy and strange. 

No longer takes, as once, witli fearless ease. 

His favourite stand between his father’s knees. 

Hut seeks the corner of some distant seat. 

And eyes the door, and watches a retreat, 

And, least familiar where he should be most, 

Feels all his happiest privih‘ges lost. 

Alas, poor boy f — the natural eileet 
Of love by absence eliill’d into respect. 

Say, what accomplishments, at school acquired, 

Ih ings he, to sweeten fruits so undesired ? 

Thou well deserv'st an alienated son. 

Unless thy conscious heart acknowledge — none, 
None tliat, in thy domestic snug recess, 
lie had not made his own with more address. 
Though some, perhaps, that shock thy feeling mind. 
And better never learn’d, or left behind. 

Add too, that thus estranged, thou canst obtain 
Hy no kind arts his confidence again ; 

That here begins with most that long complaint 
Of filial frankness lost, and love groAvn faint. 
Which, oft neglected, in life’s weaning years 
A parent pours into regardless cars. 

Like caterpillars, dangling under trees 
Hy slender threads, and sw'inging in the breeze, 
Which liltliily bewray and sore disgrace 
The houghs in w hicli are bred tlie unseemly race ; 
Wliile every worm industriously w’caves 
And winds his Avch about the rivell’d leaves ; 

So numerous are the follies that annoy 
The mind and heart of every sprightly boy j 
Imaginations noxious and perverse, 

Wliich admonition can alone disperse. 

The encroaching nuisance asks a faithful hand, 
Patient, affectionate, of higli command, 

'^fo check the procreation of a breed 

Sure to exhaust the plant on which they feed. 
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’Tis not enough that Givck or hoiuaii jxige, 

At stated liours, liis freakish thouglits engage ; 

E’en in his pastimes lie recjuires a fric'iid 
To warn, and tc'ach him safely to uiibeiul ; 

O’er all liis pleasures gently to piwside, 

Watch his emotions, ami control their tide ; 

And levying thus, and with an easy sway, 

A tax of profit from his very phi}'. 

To impress a value not to he erased, 

On moments srpiander’d else, and running all 
■waste. 

And seems it nothing in a fallier’s eye 
That unimproved those many moments fiy ? 

And is he well content his son should find 
No nonrisliment to feed his gro-wing mind, 

But conjugated verl s and nouns declined ? 

For sncii is all the mental food i)urvcy’d 
By public hackneys in the scliooling trade ; 

Who feed a pupil’s intellect v/ith store 
Of syntax,* truly, but with little more; 

Dismiss their cares when they dismiss their flock. 
Machines themselves, and govern’d hy a clock. 
Perhaps a father, blest with any brains, 

Would deem it no ahiisc, or waste of pains, 

'J’o improve this diet, at no great expense, 

With savoury truth and wholesome common sense ; 
To lead his son, for prospects of delight, 

To some not steep, though philosophic, height, 
Thence to exhibit to bis -wondering eyes 
Yon circling w'orkls, their distance, and their size, 
The moons of Jove, and Saliini’s lielted ball, 

And the harmonious <;rder of them all ; 

To show him in an insect or a flower 
Such microscopic proof of skill and power. 

As, hid from ages past, God now dis]>lays 
To combat atheists with in modern days ; 

To spread the eailli l'»efore him, and commend. 
With designation of tlie finger’s end, 

Its variou-^ {lar+s to his attentive note. 

Thus Iniiigiiig home to him the most remote; 
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'I’o teach Ills heait to glow witli generous fhimo, 
Caught from the deeds of men of amdont fame ; 

And, more tlum all, with commendalion due, 

To set some living worthy in his view, 

'Whose fair example may at once inspire 
A wish to copy what In; must admire. 

Such knowledge, gain’d betimes, and which appears, 
Tliougli solid, not too "weighty for liis years, 

Sweet in itself, and not forbidding sport, 

AV^ien health demands it, of athletic sort, 

Would make liim — wliat some lovely boys liavo 
been. 

And more than one perhaps that I have seen — 

An evidence and repia'liensiou both 

Of the mere schoolboy’s lean and tardy growth. 

. Art thou a man professionally tied, 

With all thy faculties elsewhere applied, 

Too busy to intend a meaner care 

Than how to enrich thyself, and next thine heir; 

Or art thou (as, though rich, perhaps thou art) 
lint poor in knoAvledge, having none to impart : — 
Behold tliat figure, neat, though plainly clad: 

Ills sprightly mingled with a sliade of sad; 
iS'ot of a nimble tongue, though lunv and then 
Heard to articulate like other men ; 

No jester, and yet lively in discourse, 

Ilis phrase "well chosen, clear, and full of force ; 

And his address, if not (piite l'’reucli in tase, 

Not English stiif, hut frank and formed to please ; 

Low ill the world, liccause he scorns its arts; 

A man of letters, manners, morals, parts ; 
llnpatroui/ed, and therefore lililo known; 

"W^ise for himself, and his feiv IVieiids alone — 

111 him thy w'cll-nppointed proxy see, 

Arm’d for a \vork too difficult for thee ; 

Prepared by tastc', by learning and line w'Ortli, 

To form tliy son, to i trike liis genius forth; 

Beneath thy roof, beneath tliiiie eye, to prove 
The force of discipline Avhen hack’d by love 
To double all thy pleasure in thy child. 

His mind inform’d, his morals undeiiled, 



158 


TIROCINIUM ; OR, 

Safe under sucli a wing, the hoy shall show 
No spots contracted among grooms below, 

Nor taint his speech with meannesses, design’d 
By footman Tom for witty and refined. . 

There, in his commerce with the liveried herd, 
Tjurks the contagion chiefly to be fear’d ; 
r'or since (so fashion dictates) all, who claim 
A higher than a mere plebeian fame. 

Find it expedient, come what mischief may, 

To entertain a thief or two in pay, 

(And they that can afford the expense of more, 
Some half a dozen, and some half a score,) 

Great cause occurs to save him from a baud 
So sure to spoil him, aud so near at hand ; 

A point secured, if once he be supplied 
With some such ISfentor uhvays at his side. 

Arc sucli men rare? perhaps they would abound 
Were occupation easier to be found, 

Were educatiou, else so sure to fail. 

Conducted on a manageable scale, 

And schools, that have outlived all just esteem, 
Exchanged for the secure domestic selicmc. — 

But, having found him, be thou duke ov earl. 
Show thou hast sense enough to pri/e the pearl, 
And, as thou wouldst the advancement of thine he 
111 all good faculties beneath his care, 

Bespect, as is but rational and just, 

A man deem'd M'orthy of so dear a trust. 

Despised by thee, what more can lie ex[iect 
From vouthful folly than the same neglect ? 

A flat and fatal negative obtains 
That instant upon all his future ptiiris ; 

His lessons tire, his mild rebukes olfeiul, 

And all the instructb iis of thy son’s best friend 
Are a stream choked, or trickling to no end. 

Doom him not then to solitary meals ; 

But recollect that he lias ? eiise, and feels. 

And that, possessor of a soul refined, 

An upright heart, and cultivated mind. 

His post not mean, his talents not unkuOA\ n, 

He deems it hard to vegetate alone. 
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AiiJ, if admitted at lliy board he sit, 

Account him no just mark for idle wit ; 

OlFeiid not him, whom modesty restrains 
From rcj)artee, with jokes that he disdains ; 

Mucli less transfix liis feelings with an oath; 

Nor frown, unhjss he vanish with the cloth — 

And, trust me, his utility may reach 
To more than he is hired or bound to teach ; 

Much trash unuttor’d, and some ills undone, 
Through reverence of Ihii censor of thy son. 

lint, if thy table be indeed unclean, • 

Foul with excess, and Avith discourse obscene, 

And thou a Avretch, Avhom, following her old plan, 
'Fhe Avorld accounts an honourable man, 

Because forsooth thy courage has been tried, 

And stood the test, perhaps on the Avrong side ; 
Tliough thou hadst never grace enough to prove 
That any thing but vice could Aviu thy love ; — 

Or hast thou a polit<;, card-playing wife, 

('Chain’d to the routs that she frequents for life ; 

Who, just Avhen industry begins to snore, 

Flies, wing’d with joy, to some coach-croAvded door ; 
And thrice in every Avinter throngs thine own 
With lialf the chariots and sedans in toAvn 
Thyself meanwhile e’en shifting as then mayst , 

Not very sober tliough, nor very chaste ; 

Or is thine house, though less superb thy rank, 

If not a scene of pleasure, a mere blank, 

And thou at best, and in thy soberest mood, 

A trifler vain, and empty of all good ; — 

Though mercy for thyself though caust Iuia'C none. 
Hear Nature plead, sIioav mercy to thy sou. 

Saved from liis liome, Avhere every day brings forth 
Some mischief fatal to his future Avorth, 

Find him a better in a distant spot, 

Within some pious pastor’s humble cot, 

Where vile example (yours I ehiolly mean, 

The most seducing, and the ofleiiest seen) 

May never more be stamp’d upon his breast, 

Not yet perhaps incurably impress’d. 
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Where early rest makes early Piive, 

Disease or conies not, or finds easy cure, 

Preveiited much hy diet neat and plain ; 

Or, if it enter, soon starved t»ut n<>ain : 

Where all the attention of liis faiihfid host. 
Discreetly limited to livo at most. 

May raise such fruits as shall reward his cai‘(', 

And not at last ovajiorate in air : 

Where, stillness aidiivr ;:tndy, and his mind 
Serene, and to his duties mucli inelijitd, 

Not occupied ifi day dream, as at home, 

Of pleasures past, or follies yet to come, 
llis virtuous toil may terminate at last 
111 settled habit and decided taste. — 

But \Yliom do I advise ? the fasbion-letl, 

The incorrigibly \vrong, the deaf, the dead! 

Whom care and cool deliberation suit 
Not better iniicli than spectacles a brute ; 

Who, if tlieir sons some slight tuition share, 

Deem it of no great moment \vho.:e, or where; 

Too proud to adopt the tlioiights c.f one uuknowj); 
And much too gay to have any of tlieir own. 

Ihit courage, man ! melliought llie Mnse replied, 
Mankind are various, and the world is wide : 

The ostrich, silliest of tlio feather’d kind, 

And form’d of God witliout a parent’s mind, 
Commits her eggs, ineaiilions, to the diir.t, 

Forgetful that tiie foot may crnsli the trust; 

Ami, while on public nurserits they rely, 

Not knowing, and too oft not caring, why, 
Irrational in what they tlms prefer. 

No few, tliat ivould see::i wise, resemble lier. 

But all are not alike. Thy Avaniing voice 
!May here and there prevent erroneous clioice ; 

And some, perhaps, who, busy ns they are, 

Yet make tlieir pnigeny tlieir dearest care, 

(Whose hearts will ache, oiu’c tol-dAvhat ills may re 
Their offspring, left upon so wild u be ach.) 

Will need no stress of argument to enforce 
The expedience of a less adventurous course : 
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The rest will slight thy counsel, or condemn ; 

But they have human leelings — turn to them. 

To you, then, tenants of life’s middle state. 

Securely placed between the small and great, 

Whose character, yet undebaueh’d, rete/niG 
Two-thirds of all the virtue that remains, 

Wlio, wise yourselves, de;.ire your sons should learn 
Your wisdom and your ways— to you I turn. 

Look round you on a world perversely blind ; 

See what contempt is fallen on lunnan kind ; 

See wealth -abused, an.d dignities misplaced, 

Croat titles, o'lices, and trasts disgraced, 

T.oiig lines of ancestry, renown’d of old, 

Their noble qualities all quench’d and cold ; 

Sec Bedlam’s closeted and liandcnlY’d charge 
Surpass’d in frenxy by the mad at large; 

See great commanders making war a trade, 

Creat lawyers, lawyers without study made; 
Churchmen, in whose esteem their best employ 
Is odious, and their wages all their jojy, 

AVho, far enough from liirjiisliiug their shelves 
With gospel lore, turn infidels tlieinr.elvcs ; 

See womanhood despised, and manhood shamed 
With infamy too iinu-^coiis to he named, 

Fops at all eovuers, ladylike in mien, 

Civoted fellows, smelt ere they are seen. 

Else coarse and rude in manners, arel tlioir tongue 
On fire with ciiivcs, and Avitii nonseiifxi Jiung, 

Now Hushed with drinikenuess, now with whoredom 
Their breath a sample of last night’s regale ; [pale, 
yre volunteers in all the vilest arts, 

Men well endow’d, of hoiiou -able parts, 

Design'd by Natiiv’e wise, Iiut self-made fools ; 

All tliGse, unci more like tliese, were bred at schools. 
And if it chance, as sometimes chance it will, 

That though school-bred the hoy he virtuous still ; 
Sueli rare exceptions, shining in the dark, 

Prove, rather than impeacli, tin- just remark : 

As here and there a twinkling star dcscrii. 1 
Serves hut to show Imw hiavli 1 ■ all h-. side. 
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tirocinium; or, 

Now look on him, whose very voice in tone 
Just echoes thine, whose features are thine own. 

And stroke his polished cheek of purest red, 

And lay thine hand upon his flaxen head, 

And say, My boy, the unwelcome hour is come. 

When thou, transplanted from thy genial home, 

Must find a colder soil and bleaker air, 

And trust for safety to a stranger’s care ; 

What character, what turn thou wilt assume 
From constant converse with I know not whom ; 

Who there will court thy friendship, with what views. 
And, artless as thou art, whom thou wilt choose ; 
Though much depends on what tliy choice shall be, 

Is all chance-medley, and unknown to me. • 

Canst thou, the tear just trembling on thy lids, 

And while the dreadful risk foreseen forbids 
Free too, and under no constraining force, 

Unless the sway of custom warp thy course ; 

Lay such a stake upon the losing ride, 

Mercdy to gratify so blind a guide? 

Thou canst not I Nature, pulling at thine heart, 
Condemns the unfathcrly, the imprudent piirt. 

Thou wouldst not, deaf to Nature’s teiidercst plon, 
Turn him adrift upon a rolling sea, 

Nor say. Go thither, conscious that there lay 
A brood of asps, or quicksands in his way ; 

Then, only govern’d by the sedf-samo rule 
Of natural pity, send him not to school. 

No — guard him better. Is he not thine own, 

Thyself in miniature, thy flesh, thy bone ? 

And hopest thou not, (’tis every father’s hope,) 

That, since thy strength must with thy years elope, 
And thou wilt need some comfort to assuage 
Health’s last farewell, a staff of thine old age, 

That then, in recompense of all thy cares, 

Thv child shall show respect to thy gray hairs, 
Befriend thee, of all other friends bereft, 

And give thy life its only cordial left ? 

Aware then how much danger intervenes, 

To compass that good end, forecast the moans. 
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Ills heart, now passive, yields to thy command ; 

Secure it thine, its kc}* is in thine hand ; 

If thou desert thy charge, and throw it wide. 

Nor heed what guests there enter and abide, 

Complain not if attachments lewd and base 
Supplant thee in it, and usurp thy place, 
liut, if thou guard its sacred chambers sure 
From vicious inmates and delights iini)urc, 

I’atlier his gratitude shall hold him fast, 

And keep him warm and filial to the last ; 

Or, if lie prove unkind, (as who can say 
Fut, being man, and therefore frail, he may?) 

One conifort yet shall cheer thine aged heart, 

Howe’er he slight thee, thou hast done thy part. 

Oh, barbarous ! -wonldst thou with a Gothic hand 
Pull down the schools — what I — all the schools i’th* 
land; 

Or throw them up to livery-nag's and grooms, 

Or turn them into shops and auction-rooms ? 

A captious question, sir, (and yours is one,) 

Deserves an answer similar, or none. 

Wouldst thou, possessor of a Hock, employ 
(Aiiprised that he is such) a careless boy. 

And feed him well, and give him handsome pay, 
IMeivly to sleep, and let them run astray ? 

Survey our schools and colleges, and see 
A sight not much unlike my simile. 

J^h’om education, as the leading cause, 
d'he public character its colour draws ; 

'riience the. prevailing manners take their cast. 
Extravagant or sober, loose or chaste. 

And, though I w’oiild not advertise them yet, 

Nor write on each — Tlii^ Jhiildinrj to be Let^ 

Unless the world were all prepared to embrace 
A plan well worthy to supply their place ; 

Yet, backward as they are, and long have been, 

To cultivate and keep the mouals clean, 

(Forgive the crime,) I w’iFhthcm, 1 confess. 

Or better managed, or encouraged less. 



THE RECEIPT OF MY MOTHER’S PICTURE 

OUT OF NORFOLK, 

' THE GIFT OF MY COUSIN, ANN BODHAM. 


Oh that those lips had language ! liife has pass’d 
With me but voiiglily since 1 heard thee last. 

Those lips are thine — thy own sweet smile I see, 
The same that oft in childhood solaced me ; 

Voice only fails, else how distinct they say, 

“ Grieve not, my child, chase all thy fears away !” 
The meek intelligence of those dear eyes 
(Blest be the art that can immortal i/e. 

The art that baffles Time’s tyrannic claim 
To quench it) here shines on me still the same. 
Faithful remembrancer of one so dear, 

0 welcome guest, though unexpected here. 

Who bidst me honour with an artless song. 
Affectionate, a mother lost so long. 

1 will obey, not willingly alone, 

But gladly, as the precept wore her own : 

And, while that face renews my filial grief, 

Fancy shall weave a charm for my relief, 

Shall steep me in EJysian reverie, 

A momentary dream, that thou art she. 

My mother ! when I learn’d that thou wast dead, 
^ay, wast thou conscious of the tears I shed ? 
Hover’d thy spirit o’er thy sorrowing son, 

Wretch even then, life’s journey just begun? 
Perhaps thou gavest me, though unfelt, a kiss , 
Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep in bliss — 

, Ah, that maternal smile! it answers — Yes.\ 

I heard the bell toll’d on thy burial day, 

I saw the hearse that Ixire thee slow aw'ay. 

And, turning from my nursery w indow, dry.>y 
A long, long sigh, and wept a last adieu ! 



16 % 


RECEIPT OP MY M^HER’s PICTURE. 

was it such ? — Tt was.^Where thou art goue 

, Adieus and farewells are a sound unknown. / 

May I but meet thee on that peaceful shore, 

The parting word shall pass my lips no more ! 

Thy maidens, grieved themselves at my concern, 

Oft gave me promise of thy quick return,^ 

What ardently I wish'd, I long l)elieved, 'V 
And, disa^jpointed still, was still deceived.,/. 

, By expectation every day beguiled, 

Dupe of to-morrow even from a child. 

Thus many a sad to-morrow came and went. 

Till, all my stock of infant sorrows spent, 

I learn’d at last submission to my lot. 

But, though I less deplored thee, ne’er forgot. 

Where once we dwelt our name is heard no more 
Children not thine have trod my nursery floor. 

And where the gardener Kobin, day by day, 

Drew me to school along the public way. 

Delighted with my bauble coach, and wrapp'd 
In scarlet mantle wurm, and velvet-capp’d, 

'Tis now become a history little known, 

That once w'e call’d the pastoral house our own.^ 
Short-lived possession ! but the record fiiir, 

That memory keeps of all thy kindness there, 

Still outlives many a storm, that has effaced 
A thousand other themes less d eply traced. 

Thy nightly visits to ray chamber made, 

That thou mightst know me safe and warmly laid ; ^ 
Thy morning bounties ere I left my home, 

The biscuit, or confectionary plum ; 

The fragrant waters on my cheeks bestow’d 
By thy own hand, till fresh they shone and glow’d : 
All this, and more endearing still than all. 

Thy constant flow of love, that knew no fall, 

Ne’er roughen’d by those caUiracts and breaks, 

That humour interposed too often makes j 
All this still legible in memory’s page. 

And still to be so to my latest age. 

Adds joy to duly, makes me glad to pay 
Such honours to thee as my ntimbcrs may ; j. 
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’Perhaps a frail memorial, but sincere, 

Not scorn’d in heaven, though little noticed here. 

Could Time, his flight reversed, restore the hours, 
When, playing with thy vesture’s tissued flowers, 

The violet, the pink, and jessamine, 

I prick’d them into paper with a pin,\ 

(And thou wast happier than myself the while, 
Wonidst softly speak, and stroke my head, and smile.) 
Could those few pleasant days again appear. 

Might one wdsh bring them, would I wish them here ? 
I would not trust my heart — the dear delight 
Seems so to be desired, perhaps I might. — 

•«'I3ut no — what here we call our life is such, 

So little to be loved, and thou so much. 

That I should ill requite thee to constrain 
Thy unbound spirit into bonds again. 

Thou, as a gallant bark from Albion’s coast 
(The storms all weather’d and the ocean cross’d) 
Shoots into port at some well-havcn’d isle, 

Where spices breathe, and brighter seasons smile. 
There sits quiescent on the floods, that show 
Her beauteous form reflected clear below, 

While airs impregnated with incense play 
Around her, fanning light her streamers gay, 

* So thou, with sails how swift! hast reach’d the shore, 
•“ Where tempests never heat nor billows roar 
And thy loved consort on the dangerous tide 
Of life long since has anchor’d by thy side, 

}3ut me, scarce hoping to attain that rest, 

Always from port withheld, always distress’d— \ 

Me liowling blasts drive devious, tempest- toss’d, 

Sails ripp’d, seams opening wdde, and c(.mpass lost. 

And day by day some current’s thwarting force 
Sets me more distant from a prosperous course. 

But oh, the thoughc, that thou art safe, and he! 

That thought is joy, arrive w'liat may to me./ 

My boast is not that I deduce my hirth 
From loins enthroned, and rulers of tlie earth ; 


* G.ulh. 
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Hut higher far my proud pretensious rise — 
The son of parents pa‘.s*d into the skies. 

And now, farewell — Time unrevokcd has run 
llis wonted course, yet what I wish’d is done. 
]ly contemplation’s help, not sought in vain, 

I seem to have lived my childhood o’er again ; 
To have renew’d the joys that once were mine, 
Witlioiit tlie sin of violating thine ; 

And, while the wings of fancy still are free, 
And 1 can view this mimic show of thee,\ 
Time has but half succeeded in his theft — 
Thyself removed, thy power to soothe me left. 


VERSES 

Supposed to be written by Alexander Selkirk, during Ills soliturj' 
abode in the island of Juan Fernandes. 


I AM monarch of all I suiwey, 

My right there is none to dispute ; 
From the centre all round to the sea 
I am lord of the fowl and the brute. 

0 Solitude ! where are the charms 
That sages have seen in thy face ? 

Fetter dwell in the midst of alarms 
Than reign in this horrible place. 

1 am out of humanity’s reach, 

I must finish my journey alone, 
Never hear the sweet music of speech, 
I start at the sound of my own. 

The beasts, that roam over tlie plain, 
My form with indiftereuce see ; 

They are so unacquainted with man, 
Their taine.uess is shocking to me. 

Society, friendship and love, 

Divinely bestow’d upon man, 

Oh, had I the wings of a dove, 

How soon would I taste you again 1 
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My sorrows I then iniglit assuage 
In the ways of religion and truth, 
hliglit learn from tho w’isdom of age, 
And be cheer’d by the sallies of youth.. 

Religion ! what treasure untold 
Resides in that heavenly word ! 

More precious than silver and gold, 

Or all that this earth can atVord. 

But the sound of the church-going bell 
These valleys and rocks never heard. 
Never sigh’d at the sound of a knell, 

Or emiled when a sabbath appear’d. 

Ye winds, that have made me your sport. 
Convey to this desolate shore 
Some cordial endearing report 
Of a land I shall visit no more. 

My friends, do they now and then send 
A wish or a thought after me ? 

O tell me I yet have a friend, 

Though a friend I am never to see. 

How fleet is the glance of the mind ! 

Compared with the speed of its flight. 
The tempest itself lags behind, 

And the swift-Avinged arroAvs of light. 
When I think of my oavii natiA^e land. 

In a moment I seem to he tliere ; 

But alas ! recollection at hand 
Soon hurries me back to despair. 

But the £ca-foAvI is gone to her nest, 

The beast is laid dov/n in his lair I 
Even here is a season of ref t, 

•And I to my eal'in repair. 

There’s mercy hi CA'cr}' place, 

And mercy, cncoureging thouglit I 
GiA'es even uflliclioii a grace, 

And reconeile-; to his lot. 
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Survivor sole, and hardly such, of all 
That once lived here, thy brethren, at my birth, 

(Since which I number threescore winters past,> 

A shatter’d veteran, hollow-trunk’d perhaps, 

As now, and with excoriate forks deform, 
lielics of ages I could a mind imbued 
With truth from heaven, created thing adore, 

I might with reverence kneel, and worship thee. 

It seems idolatry with some excuse, 

When our forefather druids in their oaks 
Imagined sanctity. The conscience, yet 
Uiipurified by an authentic act 
Of amnesty, the meed of blood divine, 

Loved not tlie light, but, gloomy, into gloom 
Of thickest shades, like Adam after taste 
Of fruit proscribed, as to a refuge, tied. 

Thou wast a bauble once, a cup and ball 
AVbich babes might play with ; and tlie thievish jay, 
Seeking her food, witli ease might have purloin’d 
The auburn nut that held thee, swallowing down 
Thy yet close-folded latitude of boughs 
And all thine embryo vnstiiess at a gulp. 

Rut Fate thy growth decreed ; autumnal rains 
Reueath thy parent tree mellow’d the soil 
Design’d thy cradle ; and a skipping deer. 

With pointed hoof diblding the glebe, prepared 
The soft receptacle, in wliieh, secure. 

Thy rudiments should sleep the winter through. 

So fancy dreams. Disprove it, if ye can, 

Ye reasoners broad awake, whose busy search 

* Tins trot' had been known hy the name of Judith for many 
Perhaps it received that name on being planted by the 
countess .Judith, niece to tlie (kmqueror, Avhom he gave in mur- 
■riage to the English earl Waltlieof, with tiie counties of North- 
ampton and Huntingdon as her dower. — Cou'per’s Letters, 
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Of argument, employed too oft amiss. 

Sits half the pleasures of short life away ! 

Thou fell’st mature ; and, in the loamy clod 
Swelling with vegetative force instinct, 

Didst burst thine egg, as theirs the fabled twins, 

Now stars ; two lobes, protruding, pair’d exact ; 

A leaf succeeded, and another leaf, 

And, all the elements thy puny growth 
Fostering propitious, thou becamest a twig. 

Who lived when thou Avast such ? Oh, could*st thoii 
speak. 

As in Dodona once thy kindred trees 
Oracular, I w'oiild not curious ask 
The future, best unknown, but at thy mouth 
Inquisitive, the less ambiguous past. 

By thee I might correct, erroneous oft, 

The clock of history, facts and events 
Timing more punctual, unrecorded facts 

Kecovering, and misstated setting right 

Desperate attempt, till trees shall speak again 1 

Time made thee Avhat thou wast, king of the v/ooda 
And Time hath made thee what thou art — a cave 
For owls to roost in. Once thy sinradijig boughs 
O’erhung the champaign ; and the numerous Hocks 
That grazed it stood beneath that ample cope 
Uncrowded, yet safe sh.dter’d from tl)e storm. 

No flock frequents thee iioav. 'J’lioii liast outlived 
Thy popularity, and art become 
(Unless verse rescue thee awliile) a thing 
Forgotten, as tlie foliage of lliy youth. 

While thus through all the stages tlion hast push’d 
Of treeslnp — first a seedling lilfl in grass; 

Then twig; then siq)1i>'g; and, as eentmy n'H'd 
Slow after century, a giant bulk 
Of girth enormous, w'ith nioss-euslnon’d root 
Upheaved above the soil, and sides (*inho.‘;-;M 
With prominent wens globose — till at the last 
The rottenness, which Time is charged to inflict 
On other mighty ones, found also thee. 

What exhibitions various hath the Avorld 
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Witness'd of mutalnlity in all 
Thnt we ncconnt most dimiblc below ! 

("luviige is tlie diet on which all subsist, 

(h-ealed chan[^ea])le, and change at last 
Destroys them. Skies uncertain now the heat 
Tiaiisinitting cloudless, and the solar beam 
Now quenching in a boundless sea of clouds — 

Calm and alternate storm, moisture and droughty 
Invigorate by turns the springs of life 
111 all that live— plant, animal, and man — 

And in conclusion mar them. Nature’s threads, 

Fine passing thought, e’en in their coarsest works» 

Delight in agitation, yet sustain 

The force that agitates not imimpair’d ; 

Ihit worn by freciucnt impulse, to the cause 
Of their best tone their dissolution owe. 

Thought cannot spend itself, comparing still 
The great and little of thy lot, thy growth 
From almost nullity into a state 
Of matchlevss grandeur, and declension thence, 

Slow, into such magnificent decay. 

Time was when, settling on thy leaf, a fly 
Could shake thee to the root — and time has been 
When tempests could not. At thy firmest age 
Thou hadst withiu thy bole solid contents 
That might have ribb’d the sides and plank’d the deck 
Of some iiagg’d admiral ; and tortuous arms. 

'Fhe shipwright’s darling treasure, didst present 
To the four-quartered winds, robust and bold, 

Warp’d into tough knee-timber, many a load I * 

Fut the axe spared thee. In those thriftier days 
Oaks fell not, hewn by thousands, to supply 
'I'he bottomless demands of contest waged 
For senatorial honours. Thus to Time 
Tlie task was left to whittle thee awajr 
With his sly scythe, whose ever-nibhling edge. 
Noiseless, an atom, aud an atom more, 

* Ku(’(>-timl)er is found in the crooked arms of oak, which, by 
reason of llicir distortion, are easily adjusted to the angle formed 
wh;.-io the dock aiid the ship’s sides meet. 
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Disjoining from the rest, lias, unohservcd, 

Achieved a labour which had, far and wide, 

By man performed, made all the fori'st ring. 

Emboweird now, and of .thy ancient self 
Possessing nought but the scooped rind, that seems 
A huge throat calling to the clouds for drink, 

Which it would give in rivulets to thy root, 

Thou temptest none, but rather iniich forbidd’st 
The feller’s toil, which thou couhLst ill requite. 

Yet is thy root sincere, sound as the rock, 

A quarry of itout spurs and knotted fangs. 

Which, crook’d into a thousand whimsies, clasp • 

The stubborn soil, and hold thee still erect. 

So stands a kingdom, whose foundation yet 
Fails not, in virtue and in wisdom laid. 

Though all the superstructure, by the tooth 

Pulverized of venality, a shell 

Stands now, and semblance only of itself! 

Thine arms have left thee. Winds have rent them off 
I^ong since, and rovers of the forest wild 
With bow and shaft have burnt them. Some have -cft 
A splinter’d slump bleach’d to a snowy white ; 

And some nu'inorlal none where once they grew. 

Yet life still lingers in tliec, and puts forth 
Proof not contemptible of what she oan. 

Even where death predominates. Tlie spring 
Finds thee not less e.live to her sweet force 
Thun yonder upstarts of the neighbouring wood, 

So much thy juniors, who tlu'ir birth received 
Half a millcnium since the date of thine. 

But since, although well (pialilied by age 
To teach, no spirit dwells in tliec, nor voice 
May be expected from thee, seated licre 
On thy distorted ro()t, with hearers none, 

Or prompter, save the scene, I will perform 
Myself the oracle, and will discourse 
111 my own ear such matter as I may. 

One man alone, the father of us all. 

Drew not his life from Avoniau ; never gazed, 

With mute unconsciousness of what he saw, 
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On all around him ; learn’d not by degrees, 

Nor owed articulation to liis car ; 

Cut, moulded by his Maker into man 

At once, upstood intelligent, survey’d 

AH creatures, with precision understood 

Their purport, uses, properties, assign’d 

To each his name significant, and, fill’d 

With love and wisdom, render’d back to Heaven 

In praise harmonious the first air he drew. 

lie was excused the penalties of dull 

Minority. No tutor cliarged liis hand 

With the thought-tracing quill, or task’d his mind 

With problems. History, not wanted yet, 

T^eau’d on her elbow, watching Time, whose course, 
lOventful, should supply her with a theme. . . • 
1791. 
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The twentieth year is well nigh past 
Since first our sky was overcast ; 

Ah ! would that this might be the last ! 

My Mary ! 

Thy spirits have a fainter flow ; 

I see thee daily weaker grow 

’Twas my distress that brought thee low. 

My Mary 1 

Thy needles, once a shining store, 

For my sake ri^stless heretofore. 

Now rust disused, and shine no more ; 

My Mary! 

For, though thou gladly wouldst fulfil 
The same kind office for me still. 

Thy sight now seconds not lliy will, 

My Mary 1 


* IJv.v.iu, 
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But well thou play’dst the liousewife^s part, 

And all thy threads with magic art 
Have wound themselves about this heart, 

My Mary ! 

Thy indistinct expressions seem 
Like language utter’d in a dream : 

Yet me they charm, whate’er the theme, 

My Mary ! 

Thy silver locks, once auburn bright. 

Arc still more lovely in my sight 
Than golden beams of orient light, 

My Mary ! 

For, could I view nor them nor thee, 

What sight worth seeing could I see ? 

The sun would rise in vain for me, 

My Mary ! 

Partakers of thy sad decline. 

Thy hands their little force resign ; 

Yet gently press’d, press gently mine, 

My Mary ! 

Such feebleness of limb thou provest, 

Tlnit now at every step thou movest 
Upheld by two ; yet still thou lovest. 

My Mary ! 

And still to love, though press’d with ill. 

In wintry age to feel no chill, 

With me is to be lovely still, 

My Mary ! 

But ah ! by constant heed I know, 

IIow oft the sadness that I show 
Transforms thy smiles to looks of woo, 

My Mary! 

And should my future lot he cast 
With much resemhlance of th(‘ past. 

Thy woni-out heart will break at last, 

My Mary I 


Autumn of 1703 , 
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Weak and imF.olr.te is man; 

The purpose of to-day, 

AVovcn with pain.s into his plan, 
To-inorrow rends av/ay. 

The bow' well bent, and smart the spring, 

• Vice s(?ems already slain; 

But passion rudely snaps the string, 

And it revives again. 

Some foe to his upright intent 
Finds out his weaker part; 

Virtue engages his assent, 

But pleasure wins his heart. 

'Tis here tlie folly of the wise ' 

Through all his heart we view ; 

And, while his tongue the charge denies, 
llis conscience owns it true. 

Bound on a voyage of awful length 
And dangers little known, 

A stranger to superior strength. 

Mail vainly trusts Ids own. 

But oars alone can ne’er prevail 
To reach the distant coast; 

The breath of Heaven must s>vell the sail. 
Or all the toil is lost. 


THE ROSE. 


The rose had been wash’d, just wash’d in a shower, 
Which Mary to Anna convey’d, 

The pluntiful moisture encMimher’d the iioAi'cr, 

And weighed down its beautiful head. 
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The cup was all fill’d, and the leaves were all wet, 
And it seem’d, to a fanciful view, 

To weep for the buds it had left, with regret, 

On the flourishing bush where it grew. 

I hastily seized it, unfit as it was 
For a nosegay, so dripping and drown’d. 

And swinging it rudely, too rudely, alas ! 

1 snapp’d it, it fell to the ground. 

And such, I exclaim’d is the pitiless part 
Some act by the delicate mind. 

Regardless of wringing and breaking a heart. 
Already to sorrow resign’d. 

This elegant rose, had I snaken it less, 

Might have bloom’d with its owner awhile ; 

A.nd the tear, that is wiped with a little address, 
May be follow’d perhaps by a smile. 


THE DOG AND THE WATER-LILY. 

NO FABT.E. 


The noon was shady, and soft airs 
Swept Ouse’s silent tide. 

When, ’scaped from literary cares, 

I wander’d on his side. 

My spaniel, prettiest of his race, 

And high in pedigree, 

(Two nymphs* adorned with every grace 
That spaniel found for me,) 

Now wanton’d lost in flags and reeds, 

Now starting into sight. 

Pursued the swallow o’er the meads 
With scarce a slower fliglit. 

* Sir Robert Gunninj^’s tlan^hters. 
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It was the time when Ouse display’d 
His lilies newly blown ; 

Their beauties I intent survey’d. 

And one I wish’d my own. 

With cane extended far I sought 
To steer it close to land ; 

But still the prize, though nearly' caught. 
Escaped my eager hand. 

Beau marked my unsuccessful pains 
With fix’d considerate face. 

And puzzling set his puppy brains 
To compreliend the case ; 

But with a cherup clear and strong, 
Dispersing all his dre§m, 

I thence withdrew, and follow’d long 
The windings of the stream. 

My ramble ended, I return’d ; 

Beau, trotting far before. 

The floating wreath again discern’d. 

And plunging, left the shore. 

I saw him with that lily cropped 
Impatient swim to meet 

My ([uick approach, and soon he dropp’d 
Tlie treasure at my feet. 

Charm’d with the sight, the world, I cried. 
Shall hear of this thy deed ; 

My dog shall mortify the pride 
Of man’s superior breed ; 

But chief myself I will enjoin. 

Awake at duty’s call. 

To show a love as prompt as thh'. ^ 

To him who gives me all. 
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OH, IIYPOCniSY PintCJ ED. 


Thus says tlie proi)bet of tlie Turk, 

Good Mussulman, abstiiiii from pork ; 

There is a part in every swine 
No friend or follower of mine 
May taste, wliate’cr his inclination. 

On pain of excommunication. 

Such Mahomet’s mysterious charge, 

And thus he left the point at large. 

Had lie the sinful part express’d, 

They might with mfetj' eat the rest ; 

But for one piece tiiey thought it hard 
From the whole hog to be debarr’d ; 

And set their wit at work to find 
What joint the prophet had in mind. 

Much controversy straight arose. 

These choose the back, the belly those ; 

By some ’tis confidently said 
He meant not to forbid the head; 

While others at that doctrine nail, 

And piously prefer the tail. 

Thus, conscience freed from qj^ry clog, 
Mahometans eat up the hog. 

You laugh — ’tis avcII — the tale applied 
May make you laugh on t’other side. 
Renounce the world — the preacher cries. 
We do — a multitude replies. 

While one as innocent regards 
A snug and friendly game at cards ; 

And one, whatever you may say, 

Can sec no evil in a play ; 

Sonic love a concert or a race ; 

And others shooting, and the chase. 
Reviled and loved, renounced and follow’d 
Thus, bit by bit, the world is swallow’d ; 
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Each thinks liis neighbour makes too free, 
Yet likes a slice as well as he : 

With sophistry their sauce they sweeten, 
Till quite from tail to snout ’tis eaten. 


A COMPARISON. 


The lapse of time and rivei-s is the same, 

Both speed their journey with a restless stream ; 

The silent pace with which they steal away, 

No wealth can bribe, no prayers persuade to stay ; 
Alike irrevocable both when past, 

And a wide ocean swallows both at lust. 

Though each resemble each in every part, 

A difterence strikes at length the musing heart ; 
Streams never flow in vain ; where streams abound. 
How laughs the laud with various plenty crown’d I 
But time, that should enrich the nobler mind, 
Neglected leaves a dreary waste behind. 


A FABLE. 


A RAVEN, while with glossy breast 
Her new-laid eggs she fondly press’d, 
And, on her v.^icker-work high mounted. 
Her chickens prematurely counted, 

(A fault philosophers might blame. 

If quite exempted from the same,) 
Enjoy’d at ease the genial day ; 

*Twas April, as the bumi)kius say. 

The legislature called it May. 

But suddenly a wind, as high 
As ever swept a winter sky, 

Shook tlie young leaves al)out her cars, 
And filled her with a thousand fears. 
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A FABLE. 


Lest the rude blast should snap the bough, 
And spread her golden hopes below. 

But just at eve the blowing weather 
And all her fears were hushed together : 

And now, quoth poor unthinking Ralph, 

'Tis over, and the brood is safe ; 

(For ravens, though, as birds of omen. 

They teach both conjurors and old women 
To tell us what is to befall. 

Can’t prophesy themselves at all.) 

The morning came, when neighbour Hodge, 
Who long had marked her airy lodge, 

And destined all the treasure there 
A gift to his expecting fair, 

Climb’d like a squirrel to his dray. 

And bore the worthless prize away. 

MORAL. 

*Ti8 Providence alone secures 
In every change both mine and yours ; 
Safety consists not in escape 
From dangers of a frightful shape ; 

An earthquake may be bid to spare 
The man that’s strangled by a hair. 

Fate steals along with silent tread, 

Found oft’nest in what least we dread, 
Frowns in the storm with angry brow, 

But in the sunshine strikes the blow. 


MUTUAL FORBEARANCE. 

NECESSARY TO THE HAPPINESS OY THE MARRIED STATE. 


The lady thus address’d her spouse — 
What a mere dungeon is this liouse ! 

By no means large enough ; and was it. 
Yet this dull room, and that dark closet, 
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Those hangings with their worn-out graces. 
Long beards, long noses, and pale faces, 

Are such an antiquated scene. 

They overwhelm me with the spleen. 

Sir Humphrey, shooting in the dark. 

Makes answer quite beside the mark : 

No doubt, my dear, I bade him come. 
Engaged myself to be at home, 

And shall expect him at the door 
Precisely when the clock strikes four. 

You are so deaf, the lady cried, 

(And raised her voice, and frown’d beside,) 
You are so sadly deaf, my dear, 

What shall I do to make you hear ? 

Dismiss poor Harry ! he replies ; 

Some people are more nice than wise ; 

For one slight trespass all this stir ? 

What if he did ride whip and spur, 

'Twas but a mile — your favourite horse 
Will never look one hair the worse. 

Well, I protest ’tis past all bearing — 
Child 1 I am rather hard of hearing — 

Yes, truly — one must scream and bawl ; 

I tell you, you can’t hear at all ! 

Then, with a voice exceeding low. 

No matter if you hear or no. 

Alas ! and is domestic strife, 

That sorest ill of human life, 

A plague so little to be fear’d, 

As to be wantonly incurr’d. 

To gratify a fretful passion, 

On every trivial provocation? 

The kindest ajul the happiest pair 
Will find occasion to forbear; 

And something every day they live 
To pity, and perhaps forgive. 

Hut if infirmities, that fall 
In cominoii to the lot of all, 

A blemish or a sense impair’d, 

Arc crimes so little to be si)ared, 
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EPIST1.13 TO JOSEPH HILL, ESQ. 


Then farewell all that must create 
The comfort of the wedded state ; 
Instead of harmony, ’tis jar, 

And tumult, and intestine war. 

The love that cheers life’s latest stage. 
Proof against sickness and old age, 
Preserved hy virtue from declension, 
Becomes not weary of attention ; 

But lives when that exterior grace, 
Which first inspired the flame, decays. 
'Tis gentle, delicate, and kind, 

To faults compassionate or blind. 

And will with sympathy endure 
Those evils it would pladly cure; 

But angry, coarse, and harsh expression 
Shows love to be a mere profession ; 
Proves that the heart is none of his, 

Or soon expels him if it is. 


AN EPISTLE TO JOSEPH HILL, ESQ. 


Dear Joseph — five-and-twenty years ago — 

Alas, how time escapes ! — ’tis even so — 

With frequent intm-coursc, and always sweet, 

And always friendly, we were wont to cheat 
A tedious hour— and now we neviT meet ! 

As some grave gentleman in Terence says, 

(’T was therefore much the same in ancient days,) 
Good lack, we kuow^ not wliat to-morrow lirings— 
Strange fluctuation of all human things! 

True. Changes will befall, and frieiuls may part, 
But distance only cannot change the heart : 

And, were I call’d to prove tlie assertion true. 

One proof should serve — a reference to you. 

Whence comes it then, that, in the wane of life. 
Though nothing hath occurr’d to kindle strife, 
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EPISTLE TO JOSEPH HILL, ESQ/ 

We find the friends wc fancied wc had won, 

"J'hou^uli numerous once, reduced to few or none ! 

(.’an gold grow wortliless that has stood the touch? 
]No; gold they seem’d, but they were never such. 

Horatio’s servant once, with bow and cringe, 
SNvinging the parlour door iipou its hinge, 

Droiuling a negative, and overawffd 

Lest he should trespass, begg’d to go abroad. 

(jO, fellow ! — whither ? — turning short about — 

IN ay — stay at home — you’re always going out. 

*Tis hut a step, sir, just at the street’s end. — 

For what? — An please you, sir, to see a friend. — 

A friend ! Horatio cried, and seem’d to start — 

Yea marry shalt thou, and with all my heart 
And fetch my cloak ; for though the night be raw, 

I’ll see him too — the first I ever saw. 

I knew the man, and knew his nature mild, 

And was his plaything often when a child ; 
but somewhat at that moment pinch'd him close, 

Flse lie wTis seldom bitter or morose. 

Perhaps, his confidence just then bctra} ’d, 

His gi’iof might prompt him with the speech he made; 
Perhajis ’twas more good liumour gave it birth, 

The harmless play of pleasantry and mirth. 

Howe'er it vi^as, his language, in my »"ind, 
lU-spoke at least a mau that knew mankind. 

Hut not to moralize too much, and strain 
To prove an evil of which all complain ; 

(1 hate long arguments verbosely spun ;) 

One story more, dear Hill, and 1 have done. 

Once on a time an emperor, a wise man, 

Ko matter wlion*, in (Jhina or .Tapaii, 

Decreed that whosot'ver should offend 
Against the vvell-kiiowu duties of a friend, 

C’ouvieted once, should ever after wear 
Put half a coat, and show his bosom bare, 

"i'he punishment importing this, no doubt, 

That all was naught within, and all found out. 

Oil, happy Hritaiu ! we have not to fear 
^:?uch hard and arbitary measure here ; 
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ODE ao PEACE. 


EJce, could a law like that which I relate 
Once have the sanction of our triple state, 

Some few, that 1 have known in days of old, 

Would run most dreadful risk of catching cold ; 
While you, my friend, whatever wind should blow, 
Might traverse England safely to and fro, 

An honest man, close-hutton’d to the chin, 
Broad-cloth without, and a warm heart within. 


ODE TO PEACE. 


Come, peace of mind, delightful guest ! 
Return, and make thy downy nest 
Once more in this sad heart : 

Nor riches I nor power pursue, 

Nor hold forbidden joys in view ; 

We therefore need not part. 

Where wilt thou dwell, if not with me. 
From avarice and ambition free, 

And pleasure’s fatal wiles ? 

For whom, alas ! dost thou prepare 
Tlie sweets that I was wont to share, 
The banquet of thy smiles ? 

The great, .the gay, shall they partake 
The lieaven that thou alone canst make ? 

And wilt thou quit the stream 
I'hat murmurs through the dewy mead, 
The grove and the s(?quester’d shed, 

To be a guest with them ? 

For thee I panted, thee I prized, 

For thee I gladly sacrificed 
Whate’er I loved before ; 

And shall I see thee start away. 

And helpless, hopeless, hear thee say— 
Farewell ! we meet no more ? 
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TIIK DIVERTING HISTORY OF 
JOHN GILPIN; 

SHOWINO how UK WENT FAnXIIER THAN UK INTENDED, AHU DAMS 
.SAFE HOME AOAIN. 


John Gilpin was a citizen 
Of credit and renown, 

A trainband captain eke was he 
Of famous London town. 

John Gilpin’s spouse said to her dear, 
Though wedded we have been 
These twice ten tedious years, yet we 
No holiday have seen. 

To-morrow is our wed<ling-day, 

And we will then repair 
Unto the Bell at Edmonton 
All in a chaise and pair. 

My sister, and my sister’s child, 
Myself, and children three, 

Will fill the chaise ; so you must ride 
On horseback after wc. 

lie soon replied, I do admire 
Of womankind but one, 

And you are she, my dearest dear, 
Therefore it shall be done. 

I am a linendraper bold, 

As all the Avorkl doth know. 

And my good friend (lie calender 
Will lend his hors#to go. 

Quoth Mrs. Gilpin, That’s well said; 

And for that wine is dear. 

We will be furnish’d with our own, 
Which is both bright and clear. 
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Joliii Gilpin kiss’d his loving wife ; 

O’erjoyed was he to find, 

That though on pleasure she was hent, 

She liad a frugal mind. 

Tlie morning came, the chaise was brought, 
But yet was not allow’d 
To drive up to the door, lost all 
Should say that she was proud. 

So three doors off the chaise was stay’d, 
Where they did all get in ; 

Six precious souls, and all agog 
To dash through thick and thin. 

Smack went the whip, round went the wheels, 
Were never folk so glad, 

The stones did rattle underneath, 

As if Cheapside were mad. 

John Gilpin at his horse’s side 
Seized fast the flowing mane, 

And up he got, iu haste to ride. 

But soon came down again ; 

For saddletree scarce reach’d had he, 

His journey to begin. 

When, turning round his head, he saw 
Three customei-s come in. 

So down he came ; for loss of time, 

Although it grieved him sore, 

Yet loss of pence, full well he knew, 

Would trouble him much more. 

’Twas long before the customers 
Were suited to their mind, 

When Betty screaming came down sUiirs, 

“ Tile wine is left behi^l 1 ” 

Good lack ! quoth he — yet bring it me, 

My leathern belt likewise, 

In which I bear my trusty sword 
When I do exercise. 



JOHN GIi.PIN. 


Now mistress Gilpin (careful soul !) 

Had two stone bottles found, 

To’ bold the lijpior that she loved, 

And keep it safe and sound. 

I'iaeh bottle had a curling ear. 

Through which the belt he drew, 

And hung a bottle on each side, 

To make his balance true. 

Then over all, that he might be 
Equipp’d from top to toe, 

Ilis Iona: red cloak, well brush’d and neat, 
lie manfully did throw. 

Now see him mounted once again 
Upon his nimble stead. 

Full slowly pacing o’er the stones, 

With caution and good heed. 

J5ut finding soon a smoother road 
llcneatli his M'ell-shod feet. 

'file snorting beast began to trot. 

Which gall’d him in his seat. 

So, fair and softly, John he cried, 

Blit John he cried in vain ; 

That trot became a gallop soon. 

In spite of curb and rein. 

So stooping down as needs he must 
\Vho cannot sit upright, 
lie grasp’d the mane with both his hands 
And eke with all his might. 

Ills liorse, who never in tliat sort 
1 lad handled been before, 

What thing iiiK)n liis back had got 
Did wonder more aijd more. 

Away went (iilpin, neck or-nouglit ; 

Away went hat and wig ; 
lie little dreamt when he set out. 

Of ruimiiig such a rig. 
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The -wind did blow, the cloak did lly, 
Like streamer long and gay, 

Till, loop and button failing both. 

At last it flew away. 

Then might all people well discern 
The bottles he had slung ; 

A bottle swinging at each side. 

As hath been said or sung. 

The dogs did bark, the children scream d, 
Up flew the windows all ; 

And every soul cried out, Well done ! 

As loud as he could bawl. 

Away went Gilpin — who but he ? 

His fame soon spread around. 

He carries weight ! he rides a race ! 

’Tis for a thout-aiid pound ! 

And still ns fast as he drew near, 

’Twas wonderful to view. 

How in a trice the turnpike men 
Their gates wide open threw. 

And now, as he went bowing dow’n 
llis reeking head full low, 

The bottles twuiin behind liis back 
Were shatter'd at a blow. 

Down ran the wine into the road, . 

Most piteous to be seen. 

Which made his horse’s flanks to smoke 
As they had basted been. 

But still he seemed to carry weight, 

With leathern girdle braced; 

For all might see the bottle necks 
Still dangling at his w'aist. 

Thus all through merry Islington 
These gambols he did play. 

Until he came unto the Wash 
Of Edmonton so gay; 
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Ana there lie threw the wash about 
On both sides of the M'ay, 

Jii't like unto a trundling mop, 

Or a wild goose at play. 

At Edmonton, his loving wife 
From the balcony spied 

Her tender husband, wondering much 
To sec how he did ride. 

Stop, stop, John Gilpin! — Here’s the house I 
They all at once (lid cry ; 

The dinner waits, and M'e are tired; 

Said Gilpin — so am I. 

Out yet his horse was not a whit, 

Inclined to tarry there ; 

For why ? — his owuier had a house 
Full ten miles oif, at Ware. 

So like an arrow swift he flew, 

Shot by an archer strong ; 

So did he fly — which brings me to 
The middle of my song. 

Aw'ay went Gilpin out of breath, 

And sore against his will. 

Till at his friend the calender’s 
His horse at last stood still. 

The calender, amazed to sec 
His ueigffliour in such trim. 

Laid down his pipe, flew to the gate, 

And thus accosted him : 

What iiew's ? what news ? your tidings teh; 
Tell me you must and shall — 

Say why bareheaded you are come, 

Or why you come at all ? 

Now Gilpin had a pleasant wit, 

And loved a timely joke! 

And thus unto the calender 
111 merry guise he spoke; 
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I came because yonr I'.orse u'ould come ; 

And, if 1 well forebode, 

My hat and wig will soon be here, 

They are upon the road. 

The calender, right glad to find 
His friend in merry pin, 

Keturn’d him not a single word, 

But to the house went in ; 

Whence straight he came v/ith hat and wig r 
A wig that flow’d behind, 

A hat not ninch tlie worse for wcTi’, 

Each comely in its kind. 

lie hdld them up, and in his tun: 

Thus showed his ready wit. 

My head is twice as big as yours. 

They therefore needs must fit. 

But let me scrape the dirt away 
That hangs upon your fiice ; 

And stop and eat, for well you may 
Be in a hungry cace. 

Said John, it is my wedding-day. 

And all tlie world would stare, 

If wife should dine at I'klmoiilon, 

And 1 should dine at Vv'aro. 

So turning to Ids horse, he said, 

1 am ill haste to dine ; 

’Twas for your pleasure you came here. 
You shall go baek for mine. 

Ah luckless s])eech, and bootless boast 
For wbieli he paid full dear; 

For, while he fpake, u braying ass 
Hid sing most loud and clear ; 

Whereat b!s horse did snoiT, fis lie 
find beard a Tu)!! ro.u', 

/iii l ealhvfd oO' with all ]iU might. 

As he iKid done berove. 



JOHN GILPIN. 


Away went Gilpin, and away 
Went Gilpin’s hat and wig ; 

He lost them sooner than at first, 

For why ? — they were too big. 

Now mistress Gilpin, when she saw 
Her husband posting down 

Into the country far away, 

She pull’d out half-a-crown ; 

And thus unto the youth she said. 

That drove them to the Bell, 

This shall be yours, when you bring back 
^ly husband safe and well. 

The youth did ride, and soon did meet 
John coming back amain; 

Wlioin in a trice he tried to stop, 

By catching at his rein ; 

But not performing what he meant, 

And gladly would have done, 

The frighted steed he frighted more. 

And made him faster run. 

Away went Gilpin, and away 
Went postboy at his heels. 

The postboy’s horse right glad to miss 
The lumbering of the wheels. 

Six gentlemen upon the road, 
Thus'seeing Gilpin fly. 

With postboy scampering in the rear. 
They raised the hue and cry : — 

Stop thief! stop thief! — a highwayman • 
Not one of them mute ; 

And all and each that ptuss’d that way 
Did join in the pursuit. 

And now the turnpike gates again 
Flew open in short space ; 

The toll-men thinking as ])elbr.'% 

That Gilpin rode a race. 
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And so he did, and won it too. 

For he prot first to town ; 

Nov Slopp’d till where he had got up 
He did again get down. 

Now let ns sing, long live the king, 

• And Gilpin long live he ; 

And when he next doth ride abroad. 
May I be there to see t 
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The pursuit of error leads to destruction — Grace leads the right 
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Fensantur trutind. hos. lib. ii. ef. 1. 

Man, on the dubious waves of error toss’d, 

Ills ship half founder’d, and his compass lost, 
Sees, far as human optics may command, 

A sleeping fog, and fancies it dry land ; 

Spreads all his canvas, every sinew plies ; 

Pants for it, aims at it, enters it, and dies I 
Then farewell all self-satisfying schemes, 

Ilis well-built systems, philosophic dreams ; 
Deceitful views of future bliss, farewell ! 
lie reads his sentence at the flames of hell. 

Hard lot of man — to toil for the reward 
Of virtue, and yet lose itl Wherefore hard? — 
He that would win the race must guide his horse 
Obedient to the customs of the course j 
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Else* though uuequaird to the goal lie flics, 

A meaner than liimself shall gain the prize. 

Grace leads the right way : if you choose the wrong, 
Take it and perish ; hut restrain your tongue ; 

Charge not, with light sufficient and left free. 

Your wilful suicide on God’s decree. 

Oh how unlike the complex works of man, 
Heaven’s easy, artless, unencumber’d plan ! 

No meretricious gi*accs to beguile. 

No clustering ornaments to clog the pile ; 

From ostentation, as from weakness, free, 

It stands like the cerulean arch we see. 

Majestic in its own simplicity. 

Inscribed above the portal, from afar 
Conspicuous as the brightness of a star# 

Legible only by thedight they give, * 

Stand the sout-quickening words — r.T;i.iEVE, and live. 
Too many, shock’d at what should charm them most. 
Despise the plain direction, and are lost. 

Heaven on such terms 1 (they cry with proud disdain) 
Incredible, impossible, and vain ! — 

Kebel, because ’tis easy to obey ; 

And scorn, for its own sake, the gracious way. 

These are the sober, in wliose cooler brains 
Some thought of immortality remains ; 

TIjo rest too busy or too gay to wait 
On the sad theme, their everlasting state. 

Sport for a day, and perish in a night ; 

TJie foam upon the waters not so light. 

Wlio jiulged the Pharisee ! What odious cause 
Exposed him to the vengeance of the laws ? 

Had he seduced a virgin, wrong’d a friend, 

Or stabb’d a man to serve some private end ? 

Was hlaspheiny his sin ? Or did he stray 
From the strict duties of the sacred day? 

Sit long and late at the carousing board ? 

(Such were the sins with w'hich he charged his 
Lord.) 

No — the nian’s morals were exact. W’hat then ? 
’Twas his ambition to be seen of men j 
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His virtues were his ptide ; and that one vice 
Made all his virtues gewgaws of no price ; 

He wore them as fine trappings for a show, 

A praying, synagogue-frequenting beau. 

The self-applauding bird, the peacock, see— 
Mark what a sumptuous pharisee is he ! 

Meridian sunbeams tempt him to unfold 
His radiant glories, azure, green, and gold : 

He treads as if, some solemn music near. 

His measured step wore govern’d by his car ; 

And seems to say — Ye meaner fowl, give place; 

I am all splendour, dignity, and grace ! 

Not so the pheasant ou his charms presumes. 
Though he, too, has a glory in his plumes. 

He, Christianlike, retreats with modest mien 
To tlie close copse or far sequester’d green. 

And shines without desiring to lie seen. 

The plea of works, as arrogant and vain, 

Heaven turns from with abhorrence and disdain ; 
Not more affronted by avow’d neglect, 

Tlian by the mere dissembler’s feign’d respect. 
What is all righteousness that men devise ? 

What — but a sordid bargain for the skies ? 

Hut Christ as soon would abdicate his own, 

As stoop from heaven to sell the proud a throne. 

His dwelling a recess in some rude rock ; 

Book, beads, and maple dish, his meagre stock ; 
In shirt of hair and weeds of canvas dress’d, 

Girt with a bell-rope that the pope has bless’d ; 
Adust with stripes told out for every crime. 

And sore tormented, long before his time ; 

His prayer preferr’d to saints that cannot aid ; 
His praise postponed, and never to be paid ; 

See the sage hermit, by mankind admired, 

With all that bigotry adopts inspired. 

Wearing out life in his religious whim. 

Till his religious whimsy wears out him. 

His w'orks, his abstinence, his zeal allow’d. 

You think him humble — God accounts him 
proud. 
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High in demand, though lowly in pretence, 

Of all his conduct this the genuine sense — 

My penitential stripes, my streaming blood, 

Have purchased heaven, and prove my title good. 

Turn eastward now, and Fancy shall apply 
To your weak sight her telescopic eye. 

The brahmin kindles on his own bare head 
The sacred fire, self-torturing his trade ! 

His voluntary pains, severe and long, 

.Would give a barbarous air to British song 
No grand inquisitor could worse invent 
Than he contrives to suffer, well content. 

Which is the saintlier worthy of the two ? 

Past all dispute, yon anchorite, say you. 

Your sentence and mine differ. What’s a name ? 

T say the brahmin has the fairer claim. 

If sufferings. Scripture nowhere recommends, 
Devised by self to answer selfish ends, 

Give saintship, then all Europe must agree 
Ten starvediug hermits suffer less tlian he. 

The truth is (if the truth may suit your car, 

And prejudice have left a passage clear) 

Pride has attain’d its most luxuriant growth, 

And poison'd every virtue in them both. 

Pride may be pamper’d while the flesh grows lean • 
Humility may clothe an English dean ; 

That grace was Cowper’s — his, confess’d by all — 
Though placed in golden Durham's second stall. 
Not all the plenty of a bishop’s board. 

His palace, and his lacqueys, and My Lord,” 
More nourish pride, that condescending vice, 

Than abstinence, and beggary, and lice ;* 

It thrives in misery, and abundant grows: 

In misery fools upon themselves impose. 

Blit why before us protestants produce 
An Indian o’* ^ French recluse ? 

Their sin is plain ; but what have we to fear, 
Reform’d and well instructed ? You sliall hear. 

Yon ancient prude, whose wither’d features show 
She might be young some forty years ago. 



Her elbowd pinion’d close upon her hips, 

Her head erect, her fan upon her lips, 

Her eyebrows arch’d, her eyes both gone astray 
To watch yon amorous couple in their play, 

With bon^ and unkerchief d neck defies 
The rude inclemency of wintry skies, 

And sails with lappet head and mincing airs 
Duly at clink of bell to morning prayers. 

To thrift and parsimony much inclined. 

She yet allows herself that boy behind ; 

The shivering urchin, bending as he goes. 

With slipshod heels and dewdrop at his nose. 

His predecessor’s coat advanced to wear, 

Which future pages yet are doom’d to share, 

Carries her Bible tuck’d beneath his arm, 

And hides his haiids to keep his fingers warm. 

She, half an angel in her own account. 

Doubts not hereafter with the saints to mount, 

Though not a grace appears on strictest search. 

But that she fasts, and item, goes, to church. 

Conscious of age, she recollects her youth. 

And tells, not always with an eye to truth. 

Who spannM her waist, and who, where’er he came. 
Scrawl’d upon glass Miss Bridget’s lovely name ; 

Who stole her slipper, fill’d it with tokay. 

And drank the little Wmper every day. 

Of temper as'enveiiom’d as an asp. 

Censorious, and her every word a wasp j 
In faithful memory she records the crimes 
Or real, or fictitious, of the times ; 

Laughs at the reputations she has torn, 

And holds them dangling at arm’s length in scorn. 

Such are the fruits of sanctimonious pride, 

Of malice fed while flesh is mortified : 

Take, Madam, the reward of all your prayers. 

Where hermits and where brahmins meet with theirs; 
Your portion is witlt them. — Nay, never frown. 

But, if you please, some fathoms lower down. 

Artist, attend — your brushes and your paint — 
Produce them— take a chair— now draw a saint. 

A3 



10 


TRUTH. 


Oh sorrowful and sad I the streaming tears 
Channel her cheeks — a Niohe appears ! 

Is this a saint ? Throw tints and all away— 

True piety is cheifrful as the day, 

Will weep indeed and heave a pitying groan 
For others’ woes, but smiles upon her own. 

What purpose has the King of saints in view ? 
Why falls the gospel like a*gracious dew ? 

To call up plenty from the teeming earth. 

Or curse the desert with a tenfold dearth ? 

Is it that Adam’s offspring may be saved 
From servile fear, or be the more enslaved ? 

To loose the links that gall’d mankind before, 

Or bind them faster on, and add still more ? 

The freeborn Christian has no chains to prove, 

•Or, if a chain, the golden one of love : 

No fear attends to quench his glowing fires, 

What fear he feels his gratitude inspires. 

Shall he, for such deliverance freely wrouglit, 
Recompense ill ? He trembles at the thought. 

His master’s interest and his own combined 
Prompt every movement of his heart and mind; 
Thought, word, and d^ed, his liberty evince. 

His freedom is the freedom of a prince, 

Man’s obligations infinite, of course 
His life should prove that he perceives their force ; 
His utmost he can render is but small — 

The principle and motive all in all. 

You have two servants — ^I'om, an arch sly rogue, 
From top to toe the Geta now in vogue. 

Genteel in figure, easy in address, 

Moves without noise, and swift as an express, 
Reports a message with a pleasing grace, 

Expert in all the duties of his place ; 

Say, on what hinge does his obedience move ? 

Has he a world of gratitude and love ? 

No, not a spark — ^’tis all mere sharper’s play ; 

He likes your house, your housemaid, and your pay 
Reduce his wages, or get rid of her, 

Tom quits you, with— Your most obedient, Sir, 
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The dinner served, Charles takes his usual stand, 
Watches your eye, anticipates command ; 

Sighs, if perhaps your appetite should fail ; 

And, if he but suspects a frown, tu|||^ pale ; 

Consults all day your interest and your ease, 

Richly rewarded if he can hut please ; 

And. proud to make his firm attachment known, 

To save your life would nobly risk his own. 

Now which stands highest in your serious thought? 
Charles, without doubt, say you — and so he ought j 
One act, that from a thankful heart proceeds. 

Excels ten thousand mercenary deeds. 

'J'hus Heaven approves as honest and sincere 
The work of generous love and filial fear. 

Rut with averted eyes the omniscient .Judge 
Scorns the base hireling and the slavish drudge. 

Where dwell these matchless saints? old Curio cries 
E’en at your side Sir, and before your eyes. 

The favour’d few — the enthusiasts you despise. 

And, pleased at heart because on holy ground 
Sometimes a canting hypocrite is found, 

Reproach a people with his single fall, 

And cast his filthy raiment at them all. 

Attend 1 an apt similitude shall show 
Whence springs the conduct that offends you so. 

See where it smokes along the sounding plain, 
Rlowm all aslant, a driving, dashing rain, 

Peal upon peal redoubling all around, 

Shakes it again and faster to the ground ; 

Now flashing w'ide, now glancing as in play, 

Swift beyond thought the lightnings dart away ; 

Ere yet it came the traveller urged his steed, 

And hurried, but with unsuccessful speed ; 

Now drench’d throughout, and hopeless of his case, 
lie drops the rein, and leaves him to his pace. 

Suppose, unlook’d for in a scene so rude, 

I./ong hid by interposing hill or wood, 

Some mansion, neat and eh?gantly dress’d, 

Ry some kind hospitable heart possess’d, • 

Offer him warmth, security and rest j 
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Think Avith what pleasure, safe, and at his ease* 

He hears the tempest howling in the trees ; 

What glowing tl^ks his lips and heart employ. 
While danger pa*s turned to present joy. 

So feres it with the sinner, when he feels 
A growing dread of vengeance at his heels : 

His conscience, like a glassy lake before. 

Lash’d into foaming waves, begins to roar ; 

The law, grown clamorous, though silent long. 
Arraigns him, charges him with every wrong—- 
Asserts the right of bis offended Lord, 

And death, or restitution, is the word : 

The last impossible, he fears the first; 

And having well deserved, expects the worst. 

Then welcome refuge and u peaceful home ; 

Oh for a shelter from the wrath to come I 
Crush me, ye rocks ; ye falling mountains, hide, 

Or bury me in ocean’s angry tide !— 

The scrutiny of those all-seeing eyes 
I dare not— And you need not, God replies ; 

The remedy you want I freely give ; 

The book shall teach you — read, believe, and live ! 
'Tis done — the raging storm is heard no more, 
Mercy receives him on her peaceful shore : 

And Justice, guardian of the dread command, 
Drops the red vengeance from his willing hand. 

A soul redei'm’d demands a life of praise ; 

Hence the complexion of his future days. 

Hence a demeanour holy and unspeck’d. 

And the world’s hatred, as its sure effect. 

Some lead a life unhlameable and just. 

Their own dear virtue, their unshakcu trust : 

They never sin — or if Tas all offend) 

Some trivial slips their daily walk attend. 

The poor are near at hand, the charge is small, 

A slight gratuity atones for all. 

^’or though the pope has It^his interest here. 

And pardons are not sold ji^bnee they were. 

No papist more desirous to compound, 

Than some grave sinners upbn English ground. 
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That plea refuted, other quirks they seek — 

Mercy is infinite, and man is weak ; 

The future shall obliterate the past, 

And heaven, no doubt, shall be theifHiome at last. 

Come, then — a still, small whisper in your ear — 
He has no hope who never had a fear ; 

And he that never doubted of his state. 

He may perhaps — perhaps he may — too late. 

The path to bliss abounds with many a snare : 
Learning is one, and wit, however rare. 

The P'renchman, first in literary fame, 

(Mention him, if you please. Voltaire? — The same.) 
With spirit, genius, eloquence, supplied. 

Lived long, wrote much, laugh’d heartily, and died ; 
Tlie Scripture was his jest l^pok, whence he drew 
Bon-mnts to gall the Christian and the Jew ; 

An infidel in health, but what when sick ? 

Oh — then a text would touch him at the quick ; 

View him at Paris in liis last career, 

Surrounding throngs the demigod revere: 

Exalted on his pedestal of pride, 

And fumed with frankincense on every side. 

He begs their flattery with his latest breath. 

And, smother’d in’t at last, is praised to death I 
Yon cottager, who weaves at her own door. 

Pillow and bobbins all her little store ; 

Content though mean, and cheerful if not gay, 
Shuffling her threads about the livelong day, 

Just earns a scanty pittance, and at night 
Lies down secure, her heart and pocket light ; 

She, for her humble sphefle by nature fit, 

Has little understanding, and no wit. 

Receives no praise ; but, though her lot be such, 
(Toilsome and indigent,) she renders much ; 

Just knows, and knows no more, her Bible true — 

A truth the brilliant Frenchman never knew ; 

And in that charter reads, with sparkling eyes, 

Her title to a treasure in the skies. 

Oh, happy peasant ? Oh, unhappy bard I 
His the mere tinsel, hers the rich reward ; 
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He praised perhaps for ages yet to come, 

She never heard of half a mile from home : 

He, lost in errors, his vain heart prefers, 

She, safe in the simplicity of hers. 

Not many wise, rich, noble, or profound 
In science win one inch of heavenly ground. 

And is it not a mortifying thought 

The poor should gain it, and the rich should not ? 

No — the voluptuaries, who ne’er forget 
One pleasure lost, lose heaven without regret ; 

Eegret would rouse them, and give birth to prayer, 
Prayer would add faith, and faith would fix them there. 
Not that the Former of us all in this. 

Or aught he does, is governed by caprice j 
The supposition is replete with sin, 

And bears the brand of blasphemy burnt in. 

Not so— the silver trumpet's heavenly call 
Sounds for the poor, but sounds alike for all : 

Kings are invited, and would kings obey. 

No slaves on eartli moi’e welcome were than they ; 

But royalty, nobility, and state. 

Are such a dead preponderating weight, 

That endless bliss (how strange soe’er it seem,) 

In counterpoise, tlics up and kicks the beam. 

'Tis open, and ye cannot enter — why ? 

Because ye will not, Conyers would reply — 

And he says much that many may disjmte 
And Ciivil at Mutli ease, but none refute. 

Oh, bless’d efiect of penury and want, 

The seed sown there, how vigorous is the plant ! 

No soil like poverty for growth divine, 

As leanest land suj)plies tlie richest wine. 

Earth gives too little, giving only bread. 

To nourish pride, or turn the weakest head : 

To them the sounding jargon of the schools 
Seems what it is — a cap and hells for fools: 

The light they walk by, kindled from above 
Shows them the shortest way to life and love : 

They, strangers to the controversial field. 

Where deists, always foil'd, yet scorn to yield. 
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And never check’d by what impedes the wise, 
Believe, rush forward, and possess the prize. 

Knvy, ye great, the dull unletter’d small : 

Ye have much cause for envy — but not all. 

We boast some rich ones whom the gospel sways, 
And one who wears a coronet and prays ; 

Like gleanings of an olive tree, they show 
Here and there one upon the topmost bough. 

How readily, upon the gospel plan, 

That question has its answer — What is man? 

Sinful and weak, in every sense a wretch ; 

An instrument, whose chords, upon the stretch, 

And strain’d to the last screw that he can bear. 

Yield only discord in his Maker’s car : 

Once the blest residence of truth Divine, 

Glorious as Solyina’s interior shrine, 

Where, in his own oracular abode, 

Dwelt visibly the light-creating God ; 

But made long since, like Babylon of old, 

A den of mischiefs never to be told : 

And she, once mistress of the realms around, 

Now scattered wide and nowhere to be found, 

As soon shall rise and reascend the throne, 

By native power and energy her own, 

As nature, at her own peculiar cost, 
llestore to man the glories he has lost. 

Go— bid the winter cease to chill the year, 

Keplace the w andering comet in his sphere. 

Then boast (but Avait for that unhoped for hour) 

The self-restoring arm of human power. 

But wdiat is man in his own proud esteem ? 

Hear him — himself the poet and the theme ; 

A monarch clothed Avith majesty and aAve, 

His mind his kingdom, and his will his law; 

Grace in his mien, and glory in his eyes, 

Supreme on earth, and w'orthy of the skies, 

Strength in his heart, dominion in his nod, 

And, thunderbolts excepted, quite a God ! 

So sings he, charm’d with his OAvn mind and form, 
The song magnificent— the theme a worm I 
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Himself so much the source of his delight^ 

His Maker has no beauty in his sight. 

See where he sits, contemplative and fix’d, 
Pleasure and wonder in his features mix’d, 

His passions tamed, and all at his control. 

How perfect the composure of his soul ! 
Complacency has breathed a gentle gale 
O’er all his thoughts, and swell'd his easy sail : 

His books well trimhi’d, and in the gayest style, 
Like regimental coxcombs, rank and nle. 

Adorn his intellect as \rcll as shelves, 

And teach him notions splendid as themselves ; 
The Bible only stands neglected there. 

Though that of all most worthy of his care ; 

And, like an infant troublesome awake, 

Is left to sleep for peace and quiet sake. 

What shall the man deserve of humankind. 
Whose happy skill and industry combined 
Shall prove (what argument could never yet) 

The Bible an imposture and a cheat? 

The praises of the libertine profess’d. 

The worst of men, and curses of the best. 

Where should the living, weeping o’er his* woes; 
The dying, trembling at the awful close ; 

Where the betray’d, forsaken, and oppressed ; 

The thousands whom the world forbid to rest ; 
Where should they find, (those comforts at an end, 
The Scripture yields,) or hope to find, a friend ? 
Sorrow might muse herself to madness then. 

And, seeking exile from the sight of men. 

Bury herself in solitude profound. 

Grow frantic with her pangs, and bite the ground. 
Thus often Unbelief, grown sick of life,' 

Flies to the tempting pool,jor felon knife. 

The jury meet, the coroner is short. 

And lunacy the verdict of the court. 

Reverse the sentence, let the truth be known, 

Such lunacy is ignorance alone ; 

They knew not, what some bishops may not know 
That Scripture is the only cure of woe. 
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That field of promise, how it flings abroad 
Its odour o’er the Christian’s thorny road ! 

The soul, reposing on assured relief. 

Feels herself happy amidst all her grief, 

Forgets her labour as she toils along, 

Weeps tears of joy, . and bursts into a song. 

Ihit the same word, that, like the polish’d share, 
Ploughs up the roots of a believer’s care, 

Kills too the flowery weeds, where'er they grow, 
TJiat hind the sinner’s Bacchanalian brow. 

Oh, tliat unwelcome voice of heavenly love. 

Sad messenger of mercy from above ! 

Ilow does it grate upon his thankless ear, 

Crippling his pleasures with the cramp of fear ! 

His will and judgment at continual strife, 

That civil war embitters all his life ; 

111 vain he points his powers against the skies, 

In vain he closes or averts his eyes, 

Truth will intrude— she bids him yet beware 
And shakes the sceptic in the scorner’s chair. 

; Though various foes against the truth combine, 

[ Pride above all opposes her design ; 

Pride, of a growth superior to the rest. 

The subtlest serpent w'ith the loftiest crest, 

Swells at the thought, and, kindling into rage. 
Would hiss the cherub Mercy from tlie stage. 

And is the soul indeed so lost ? — she cries. 

Fallen from lier glory, and too weak to rise ? 
Torpid and dull, beneath a frozen zone, 

Has she no spark that may be deem'd her own ? 
Grant her indebted to what zealots call 
Grace undeserved, yet surely not for all ! 

Some beams of rectitude she yet displays. 

Some love of virtue, and some power to praise * 

Can lift herself above corporeal things, 

And, soaring on her own unborrowed wings, 
Possess herself of all that’s good or true. 

Assert the skies, and vindicate her due. 

Past indiscretion is a venial crime , 

1 And if the youth, unmellow’d yet by time, 
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Bore on his branch, luxuriant then and rude, 
Fruits of a blighted si2e, austere and crude, 
Maturer years shall happier stores produce. 

And meliorate the well-concoctcd juice. 

Then, conscious of her meritorious zeal, 

To justice she may make her bold appeal ; 

And leave to mercy, with a tranquil mind, 

The worthless and unfruitful of mankind. 

Hear then how Mercy, slighted and defied, 

Retorts the affront against the crown of pride. 

Perish the virtue, as it ought, abhorr’d, 

And the fool with- it, who insults his Lord. 

The atonement a Redeemer’s love has wrought 
Is not for you — the righteous need it not. 

Seest thou yon harlot, wooing all she meets, 

The worn-out nuisance of the public streets, 
Herself from morn to night, from night to morn, 
Her own abhorren<'e, and as much your scorn j 
The gracious shower, unlimited and free. 

Shall fall on her, when Heaven denies it thee. 

Of all that wivsdom dictates, this the drift— 

That man is dead in sin, and life a gift. 

Is virtue then, unless of Christian growth, 
r.Iere fallacy, or foolishness, or both / 

Ten thousand sages lost in endless woe. 

For ignorance of what they could not know ? 

Tlint speech betrays at once a bigot’s tongue, 
Charge not a Go<l with such outrageous wrong ! 
Truly not I — the partial light men have, 

My creed persuades me, well employed, may save 
While he that scorns the noonday beam, perverse, 
Shall find the blessing, unimproved, a curse. 
liC't heathen worthies, wliosc exalted mind 
Left sensuality and dross behind, 

Possess, for me, their undisputed lot, 

And take, unenvied, the reward they sought. 

But still in virtue of a Saviour’s plea. 

Not blind by choice, but destined not to see. 

Their fortitude and wisdom were a flame 
Celestial, though they knew not whence it came. 
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Derived from the same source of light and grace, 
That guides the Christian in his swifter race ; 

Their judge was conscience, and her rule their law ; 
That rule, pursued with reverence and with awe, 

Ix'd them, however faltering, faint, and slow, 

From w'hat they knew to what they wish’d to know. 
But let not him that shares a brighter day 
Traduce the splendour . of a noontide ray, 

Prefer the twilight of a darker time, 

And deem his base stupidity no crime ; 

The wretch, who slights the bounty of the skies, 

Arid sinks, while favour’d with the means to rise, 
Sliall find them rated at their fiiK amount. 

The good he scorn’d all carried to account. 

Marshalling all his terrors as he came, 

Tliuiider, and earthquake, and devouring flame, 

From Sinai’s top Jehovah gave the law — 

Life for obedience — death for every flaw. 

When the great Sovereign would his will express, 
lie gives a perfect rule, what can he less ? 

And guards it with a sanction as severe 
As vengeance can inflict, or sinners fear : 

I'llse his OM'ii glorious rights he would disclaim. 

And man might safely trifle wdth his name, 
lie bids him glow with uuremilting love 
To all on earth, and to himself above ; 

(voiidemns the injurious deed, the slanderous tongue, 
The thought that meditates a brother’s wrong : 

Brings not alone tlic more conspicuous part, 

His cemduct, to the test, but tries his heart. 

Hark ! universal nature shook and groan’d, 

’Twas the last trumpet — see the Judge enthroned: 
liouse all your courage at your utmost need, 

Now summon every virtue, stand and plead. 

What ! silent ? Is your boasting heard no more ? 
Tliat self-renouncing wisdom, learn’d before, 

Had shed immortal glories on your brow, 

That all your virtues cannot purchase now. 

All joy to the believer! He can speak — 
Trembling yet happy, confident yet meek. 
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Since the dear hour that brought me to thy foot 
And cut up all my follies by the root, 

I never trusted in an arm but thine, 

Nor hoped, but in thy righteousness Divine • 

My prayers and alms, imperfect and defiled, 

Were but the feeble efforts of a child ; 

Howe’er performed, it was their brightest part, 
That they proceeded from a grateful heart ; 
Cleansed in thine own all-purifying blood. 
Forgive their evil, and accept their good • 

I cast them at thy feet — my only plea 
Is what it was, dependence upon thee : 

While struggling m the vale of tears below. 

That never fail’d, nor* shall it fail me now. 

Angelic gratulations rend the skies. 

Pride falls uupitied, never more to rise, 

Humility is crown’d, and Faith receives the prize. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

Expostulation with the Muse weeping for Englanil — Her ap- 
parently prosperous condition — State of Israel when the prophet 
‘vi’pt over it — The llabylonian Captivity — V\hen nations decline, 
ihe evil commences in the church — State of the .lews in the time 
of our Saviour — I'ividences of their having been the most favoured 
of nations — Causes of their downfall — Lesson taught by it — 
Warning to Ilritain — The hand of Providence to be traced in 
ailvorse events — England’s transgressions — Her vain-glory — Her 
oiiduct towards India — Abuse of the sacrament — Obduracy 
•ngainst repentance — Futility of facts — Character of the Clergy— 
The poet adverts to the st-ate of the ancient Hritons— Beneficial in- 
fluence of the Roman power — Imgland under papal supremacy— 
Favom-s since bestowed on her by Providence — Uei\iion8 for gra- 
titude to God and for seeking to secure his favour — With tliat she 
I may defy a world in arms — The poet anticipates little ettect from 
his'warning. 


Tantane, tarn palicns, nullo certamine tolli 
Dona sines? vnio. 

Why weeps the muse for England? What appears 
In England’s case to move the muse to tears ? 

From side to side of her delightful isle 
Is she not clothed with a perpetual smile ? 

(’ail I^ature add a charm, or Art confer 
A new found luxury, not seen in her ? 

Where under heaven is pleasure more pursued, 

Or where does cold reflection less intrude ? 

Her fields a rich expanse of wavy corn, 

Poured out from Plenty's ovcrllowing horn ; 
Ambrosial gardens, in which art supplies 
The fervour and the force of Indian skies ; 

Her peaceful shores, where busy Commerce waits 
To pour his golden tide through all her gates ; 

Whom fiery suns, that scorch the russet spice 
Of eastern groves, and oceans floor’d with ice. 
Forbid in vain to push his daring way 
[To darker climes, or climes of brighter day } 
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Whom the winds waft wherever the billows roll, 
From the World’s girdle to the frozen pole ; 

The chariots bounding in her wheel-worn streets, 
Her vaults below, where every vintage meets ; 

Her theatres, her revels, and her sports ; 

The scenes to which not youth alone resorts, 

But age, in spite of weakness and of pain. 

Still haunts, in hope to dream of youth again ; 

All speak her happy ; let the muse look round 
From East to West, no sorrow can be found j 
Or only what, in cottages confined. 

Sighs unregarded to the passing wind. 

Then wherefore weep for England ? What appears 
III England's case to move the muse to tears ? 

The prophet wept for Israel ; wish’d his eyes 
Were fountains fed with infinite supplies ; 

For Israel dealt in robbery and wrong; 

There were the scorner’s and the slanderer’s tongue; 
Oaths, used as playthings or convenient tools, 

As interest biass’d knaves, or fashion fools ; 
Adultery, neighing at his neighbour’s door; 
Oppression, labouring hard to grind the poor 
The partial balance and deceitful weight ; 

The treacherous smile, a mask for secret hate ; 
Hypocrisy, formality in prayer. 

And the dull service of the lip were there. 

Her women, insolent and self-caress’d. 

By Vanity’s unwearied finger dress’d. 

Forgot the blush that virgin fears impart 
To modest cheeks, and borrow’d one from art ; 
Were just such trifles, without worth or use. 

As silly pride and idleness produce ; 

Curl’d, scented, furbelowed, and flounced around, 
With feet too delicate to touch the ground. 

They stretch’d the neck, and roll’d the wanton eye. 
And sigh’d for every fool that fluttered by. 

He saw his people slaves to every lust, 

Lewd, avaricious, arrogant, unjust ; 

He haerd the wheels of an avenging God 
Groan heavily aloug the distant roadj 
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Saw Babylon set wide her two-leaved brass 
To let the military deluge pass ; 

Jertisalera a prey, her glory soil’d ; 

Her princes captive, and her treasures spoil’d ; 

Wept till all Israel heard his bitter cry, 

Stamp’d with his foot, and smote upon his thigh; 
Hut wept, and stamp’d, and smote his thigh in vain, 
Pleasure is deaf when told of future pain. 

And sounds prophetic are too rough to suit 
Kars long accustom’d to the pleasing lute ; 

^riiey scorned his inspiration and his theme, 
Pronounced him frantic, and his fears a dream; 
With self-indulgence wing’d the fleeting hours; 

'I'ill the foe found them, and down fell the towers, 
Long time Assyria bound them in her chain, 

Till penitence had purged the public stain, 

And Cyrus, with relenting pity moved,- 
Kelurn’d them happy to the land they loved ; 

'1 here, proof against prosperity, awhile 
They stood the test of her ensnaring smite ; 

And had the grace in scenes of peace to show 
The virtue they had learn’d in scenes of woe. 

Hut man is frail, and can but ill sustain 
A long immunity from grief and pain ; 

Ant], after all the joys that Plenty leads, 

AVifh tiptoe steps Vice silently succeeds. 

When he that ruled them with a shepherd’s ro^ 
In form a man, in dignity a God, 

Came, not expected in that humble guise, 

'I'o sift and search them with unerring eyes. 

He found, conceal’d beneath a fair outside. 

The filtli of rottenness and worm of pride ; 

Their piety a system of deceit, 

Scripture employ’d to sanctify tlio cheat ; 

The Pharisee the dupe of his own art. 

Self idolivA’d, and yet a knave at heart, 

When nations are to perish in their sins, 

’Tis in the church the leprosy begins;^ 

The priest, whose office is, with zeal sincere, 

To watch the fountain, and preserve it clear 



24 


EXPOSTTLATlOil. 


Carelessly nods, and sleeps upon the brink. 

While others poison what the flock must drink ; 

Or, waking at the call of lust alone. 

Infuses lies and errors of his own ; 

His unsuspecting sheep believe it pure; 

And, tainted by the very means of cure, * 

Catch from each other a contagious spot. 

The foul forerunner of a general rot. 

'J'hen Truth is hushed, that Heresy may preach ; 
And all is trash that reason cannot reach ; 

Then God s own image on the soul impress’d 
Hccomes a mockery and a standing jest ; 

And faith, the root whence only can arise 
The graces of a life that wins the skies. 

Loses at once all value and esteem, 

Pronounced by graybeards a pernicious dream : 
Then Ceremony leads her bigots forth. 

Prepared to fight for shadows of no worth; 

While truths, on which eternal things depend. 

Find not, or hardly find, a single friend : 

As soldiers watch the signal of command. 

They learn to bow, to kneel, to sit, to stand : 

Happy to fill religion’s vacant place 
With hollow form, and gesture, and grimace. 

Such, when the teachers of his church was there, 
Peo^)le and priest, the sons of Israel were ; 

Stift in the letter, lax in the design 
And import of their oracles divine ; 

Their learning legendary, false, imaginary, absurd, 
And yet exalted above God’s own word ; 

They drew a curse from an intended good. 

Putt’d up with gifts they never understood. 

He judged them with as terrible a frown. 

As if not love, but w*rath, had brought him down : 
Yet he was gentle as soft summer airs. 

Had grace for others’ sins, but none for theirs ; 
Through all he spoke a noble plainness ran — 
Rhetoric is artifice, the work of man; 

And tricks and turns, that fancy may devise, 

Are far too mean for him that rules the skies. 
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The astonish’d vulgar trembled while he tore 
The mask from faces never seen before : 

He stripp’d the impostors in the noonday sun, 
Show’d that they follow’d all they, seem’d to shun ; 
Their prayers made public, their excesses kept 
As private as the chambers where they, slept ; 

The tempIPaud its holy rites profaned 
By mummeries he that dwelt in it disdained ; 
Uplifted hands, that at convenient times 
Could act extortion and the worst of crimes. 

Wash’d with a neatness scrupulously nice. 

And free from every taint but that of vice. 
Judgment, however tardy, mends her pace 
When obstinacy once has conquered grace. 

They saw distemper heal’d, and life restored, 

In answer to the fiat of his word ; 

Confess’d the wonder, and with daring tongue 
Blasphemed the authority from which it sprung. 
They knew, by sure prognostics seen on high, 

The future tone and temper of the sky ; 

Ihit, grave dissemblers ! could not understand 
That sin let loose speaks punishment at hand. 

Ask now of history’s authentic page, 

And call up evidence from every age ; 

Display with busy and laborious hand 
The blessings of the most indebted land ; 

What nation will you find, whose annals prove 
So rich an interest in Almighty love ? 

Where dwell they now, W’here dwelt in ancient day 
A people planted, water’d, blest, as they ? 

Let Egypt’s plagues, and Canaan’s woes proclaim 
The favours pour’d upon the Jewish name ; 

Their freedom purchased for them at the cost 
Of all thoir hard oppressors valued most : 

Their title to a country not their own 
Made sure by prodigies till then unknown ; 

For them the states they left made waste and void ; 
For them the states to which they went destroy’d ; 

A. cloud to measure out their march by day, 

Ily night a fire to cheer the gloomy way ; 
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That moving signal summoning, ^when best 
Their host to move, and, vrhen it stay’d, to rest. 

For them the rocks dissolved into a flood. 

The dews condensed into angelic food. 

Their very garments sacred, old yet new. 

And Time forbid to touch them as he flew ; 
Streams, swell’d above the bank, enjoin’d 1«tand 
While they pass'd through to their appoint^ land 
Their leader arm’d with meekness, zeal, and love, 
And graced with clear credentials from above ; 
Themselves secured beneath the Almighty wing ; 
Their God their captain,* lawgiver, and king ; 
Crown’d with a thousand victories, and at last 
Lords of the conquer’d soil, there rooted fasti 
In peace possessing what they w’on t)y war. 

Their name far publish’d, and revered as far. 
Where will you find a race like theirs, endow'd 
With all that man e’er wish’d, or heaven bc‘stow’d f 
They, and they only, amongst all mankind. 
Received the transcript of the Eternal Mind ; 

Were trusted with his own engraven laws, 

And constituted guardians of his cause ; 

Theirs were the prophets, theirs the priestly call, 
And theirs by birth the l^viour of us all. 

In vain the nations, that had seen them rise 
With fierce and envious, yet admiring, eyes, 

Had sought to crush them, guarded as they were 
By power Divine and skill that could not err. 

Had they maintain’d allegiance firm and sure, 

And kept the faith immaculate and pure, 

Then the proud eagles of all-conquering Rome 
Had found one city not to be o’ercomej 
And the twelve standards of the tribes unfurl’d 
Had bid defiance to the warring world. ' 

Hut grace abused brings forth the foulest deeds, 

As richest soil the most luxuriant weeds. 

Cured of the golden calves, their father’s sin. 

They set up self, that idol god within ; 

Vide Joshua, V. 14. 
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View’d a Deliverer witli disdain and hate, 

Who left them still a tributary state ; 

Seized fast his hand, held,out to set them free 
From a worse yoke, and nail’d it to the tree : 

There was the consummation and the crown. 

The flower of Israel’s infamy full blown ; 

Thence datig their sad declension, and their fall, 

Their woes, not yet repeal’d, thence date them all. 

Thus fell the best instructed in her clay, 

And the most favour’d land, look w'here we may. 

Philosophy indeed on Grecian eyes 

Had pour’d the day, and clear’d the Roman skies ; 

In other climes pcrliaps creative art. 

With power surpassing theirs, perform’d her part; 
Might give more life to marble, or might fill 
Tlie glowing tablets with a juster skill, 

Might shine in fable, and grace idle themes 
With all the embroidery poetic dreams j 
’Twas theirs alone to dive into the plan 
That truth and mercy had revealed to man ; 

And, while th(j world beside, that plan unknown 
Deified useless wood or senseless stone, 

They breathed in faith their well-directed prayers. 
And the true God, the God of truth, was theirs. 

Their glory faded, and their race dispersed, 

The last of nations now, though once the first, 

Tliey warn and teach the proudest, would they learn, 
Keep wisdom, or meet vengeance in your tmn ; 

If we escaped not, if Heaven spared not us. 

Peel’d, scatter’d, and exterminated thus ; 

If vice received her retribution due, 

When we were visited, what hope for you ? 

When God arises with an awful frowm. 

To punish lust, or pluck presumption dov/n ; 

When gifts perverted, or not duly prized, 

Pleasure o’ervaliied, and l)i.s grace despised. 

Provoke the vengeance of his righteous hand. 

To pour down wrath upon a thankless land : 

He will be found impartially severe, 

Too just to wink, or speak the guilty clear. 
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Oh Israel, of all nations most undone ! 

Thy diadem displaced, thy sceptre gone ; 

Thy temple, once thy glory, •fallen and rased. 

And thou a worshipper e*en where thou mayst ; 
Thy services, once holy without spot. 

Mere shadows now, their ancient pomp forgot ; 
Thy Levites, once a consecrated host, 

No longer Levites, and their lineage lost. 

And thou thyself o’er every country sown. 

With none on earth that thou canst call thine ownj 
Cry aloud, thou that sittest in the dust. 

Cry to the proud, the cruel, and unjust ; 

Knock at the gates of nations, rouse their fears.; 
Say wrath is coming, and the storm appears ; 

But raise the shrillest cry in British ears. 

What ails thee, restless as the waves that roar. 
And fling their foam against thy chalky shore? 
Mistress, at least while Providence shall please. 
And trident-bearing queen of the wide seas — 
Why, having kept good faith, and often shown 
Friendship and truth to others, find’st thou none ? 
Thou that hast set the persecuted free, 

None interposes now to succour thee. 

Countries indebted to thy power, that shine 
With light derived from thee, would smother 
thine. 

Thy very children watch for thy disgrace, 

A lawless brood, and curse thee to thy face. 

Thy rulers load thy credit, year by year, 

With sums Peruvian mines could never clear; 

As if, like arches built with skilful hand. 

The more 'twere press’d the firmer it would stand. 
The cry in all thy ships is still the same. 

Speed us away to battle and to fame 1 
Thy mariners explore the wild expanse, 

Impatient to descry the flags of France : 

But, though they fight as thine have ever fought, 
Beturn ashamed without the wreaths they sought. 
Thy senate is a scene of civil jar, 

Chaos of contrarieties at war; 
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Where sharp and solid, phlegmatic and light, 
Discordant atoms meet, fjpiient, and fight, 

Where obstinacy takes his sturdy stand, 

To disconcert what policy has planned ; 

Where policy is busied all night long 
In setting right what faction has set wrong ; 

Where flails of oratory thresh the floor, 

That yields them chaff and dust, and nothing more. 
Thy rack’d inhabitants repine, complain, 

Tax’d till the brow of labour sweats in vain ; 

War lays a burden on tlie reeling state. 

And peace does nothing to relieve the weight ; 
Successive loads succeeding broils impose. 

And sighing millions prophesy the alosc. 

Is adverse Providence, when ponder’d well, 

So dimly writ, or difficult to spell. 

Thou canst not read with readiness and case 
Providence adverse in events like these ? 

Know then that heavenly wisdom on this ball 
Creates, gives birth to, guides, consummates all ; 
That, while laborious and quick-thoughted man 
Snuffs up the praise of what he seems to plan, 

He first conceives, then perfects his design, 

As a mere instrument in hands Divine : 

Blind to the working of that secret power 
Tliat balances the wings of every hour, 

The busy trifler dnjams himself alone, 

Frames many a purpose, and God works his own. 
States thrive or wither as moons wax and wane, 

Fi’eu as his will and his decrees ordain ; 

While honour, virtue, piety, bear sway, 

They flourish ; and, as these decline, decay ; 

In just resentment of his injured laws, 

He pours contempt on them and on their cause ; 
Strikes the rough thread of error right athwart 
The web of every scheme they have at heart ; 

Bids rottenness invade and bring to dust 
The pillars of support, in which they trust. 

And do his erraud of disgrace and shame 
On the chief strength glory of the frame. 
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None ever yet impeded wha^e wrouglit, 

None bars him out from his^ost secret thought ; 
Darkness itself before his eyes is light, 

And hell’s close mischief naked in his sight. 

Stand now and judge thyself— Hast thou incurr'd 
His anger who can waste thee with a word, 

Who poises and proportions sea and land. 

Weighing them in the hollow of his hand. 

And in whose awful sight all nations seem 
As grasshoppers, as dust, a drop, a dream ? 

•Hast thou (a sacrilege his soul abhors) 

Claim’d all the glory of thy prosperous wars ? 

Proud of thy fleets and armies, stolen the gem 
Of his just praise ft lavish it on them ? 

Hast thou not learn’d, what thou art often told, 

A truth still sacred, and believed of old. 

That no success attends on spears and swords 
Unblest, and that the battle is the Lord’s ? 

That courage is his creature ; and dismay 
The post, that at his bidding speeds away, 

Ghastly in feature, and his stammering tongue 
With doleful humour and sad presage hung. 

To quell the valour of the stoutest heart, 

And teach the combatant a woman's part ? 

That he bids thousands fly when none pursue, 

Saves as he will by many or by few, 

And claims for ever, bs his royal right, 

The event and sure decision of the fight ? 

Hast thou, though suckled at fair freedom’s breast, 
Exported slavery to the conquer’d East ? 

Pull’d down the tyrants India served with dread. 
And raised thyself, a greater, in their stead? 

Gone thither arm’d and hungry, return’d full. 

Fed from the richest veins of the Mogul, 

A despot big with power obtain’d by wealth. 

And that obtain’d by rapine and by stealth ? 

With Asiatic vices stored thy mind, 

But left their virtues and thine own behind? 

And, having truck'd thy soul, brought home the fee, 
To tempt the poor to sell himself to thee ? 
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Hast thou by statute shoved from its deeim 
The Saviour’s feast, his oisn blest bread and vrinc, 

And made the symbols of atoning grace 
An ofEce-key, a picklock to a place, , 

That infidels may pove their title good 
13 y an oath dipp'd in sacramental blood ? 

A blot that still will be a blot, in spite 
Of all that grave apologists may write ; 

And though a bishop toil to cleanse the stain. 

He wipes and scours the silver cup in vain. 

And hast thou sworn on every slight pretence. 

Till perjuries are common as bad pence, 

While thousands, careless of the damning sin. 

Kiss the book’s outside, who ne’er look within ? 

Hast thou, when Heaven has clothed thee with 
disgrace. 

And, long provoked, repaid thee to thy face, 

(For thou hast known eclipses, and endured, 

Dimness and anguish, all thy beams obscured, 

When sin has shed dishonour on thy brow } 

And never of a sablcr hue than now,^ 

Hast thou, with heart perveree and conscience sear’d, 
Despising all rebuke, still persevered, 

And, having chosen evil, scorn’d the voice 
That cried, Kepent 1— and gloried in thy choice ? 

Thy fastings, when calamity at last 
Suggests the expediency of a yearly fast. 

What mean they? Canst thou dream there is a' 
power 

In lighter diet at a later hoar. 

To charm to sleep the threatening of the skies. 

And hide past folly from allnseeing eyes ? 

The fast that* wins deliverance, and suspends 
The stroke that a vindictive God intend, 

Is to renounce hypocrisy ; to draw 
Thy life upon the pattern of the law ; 

To war with pleasure, idolized before ; 

To vanquish lust, and wear its yoke no more, 

All fasting else, whate’er be the pretence, 

Is wooing mercy by renewed offence. 
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Hast tliou witliin thee sin, that in old time 
Brought fire from heaven, the sex-abusing crime, 
Whose horrid perpetration stamps disgrace, 

Baboons are free from, upon human race ? 

Think on the fruitful and well-water’d spot 
That fed' the flocks and herds of wealthy Lot, 
Where Paradise seem'd still vouchsafed on earth. 
Burning and scorch’d into perpetual dearth. 

Or, in his words who damn’d the base desire, 
Suffering the vengeance of eternal fire : 

Then nature, injured, scandalized, defiled. 

Unveil’d her blushing cheek, look’d on, and smiled; 
Beheld with joy the lovely scene defac’d, 

And praised the wrath that laid her beauties waste. 

Far be the thought from any verse of mine, 

And farther still the form’d and fix’d design. 

To thrust the charge of deeds that I detest 
Against an innocent unconscious breast ; 

The man that dares traduce, because he can 
With safety to himself, is not a man : 

An individual is a sacred mark. 

Not to be pierc’d in play, or in the dark , 

But public censure speaks a public foe. 

Unless a zeal for virtue guide the blow. 

The priestly brotherhood, devout, sincere, 

From mean self-interest, and ambition clear. 

Their hope in heaven, servility their scorn, 

Prompt to persuade, expostulate, and warn. 

Their wisdom pure, and given them from above,' 
Their usefulness ensured by zeal and love. 

As meek as the man Moses, and withal 
As bold as in Agrippa’s presence Paul, 

Should fly the world’s contaminating touch. 

Holy and unpolluted : — are thine such ? 

Except a few with Eli’s spirit blest, 

Hophni and Phiiieas may describe the rest. 

Where shall a teacher look, in days like these, 
For ears and hearts that he can hope to please ? 
Look to the poor — the simple and the plain 
Will hear perhaps thy salutary strain : 
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Humility is gentle, apt to learn, 

Speak l"it the M-ord, will listen and return. 

Alas, not so ! the poorest of the flock 
Are proud, and set their faces as a rock ; 

Denied that earthly opulence they choose, 

(jod’s better gift they scoff at and refuse. 

'i’he rich, the produce of a nobler stem, 

Arc more intelligent, at least — try them. 

Oh vain inquiry ! they without remorse 
Arc altogether gone a devious course; 

Where beckoning pleasure leads them, wildly stray; 
Have burst the bauds, and cast the yoke away. 

Now borne upon the wings of truth sublime, 
Kcview thy dim original and prime. 

'I'liis island, spot of unrcclaiin’d rude earth, 

I'lic cradle that received thee at thy birth, 

Was rock’d by many a rough Norwegian blast, 

And Danish bowlings scared thee as they pass’d ; 

For thou wast born amid the din of arms, ’ 

And suck’d a breast that panted with alarms. 

Wliilc yet thou wasf a grovelling, puling chit, 

'Fhy bones not fashion’d, and thy joints not knit, 

Tlie Homan taught thy stubborn knee to bow, 
j Though twice a Cirsar could not bend thee now. 

! His victory was that of orient light, 

' When the sun’s shafts disperse the gloom of night, 
Thy language at this distant moment shows 
How much the country to the conqueror owes ; 

' Kxpressive, energetic, and refined, 

; It sparkles with the gems he left behind ; 

I He brought thy land a blessing when he came. 

He found thee savage, and he left thee tame ; 

Taught thee to clothe thy pink’d and painh^d hide, 
.And graced thy figure with a soldier’s pride ; 

'He sow’d the seeds of order where he went, 

Improved thee far beyond his own intent 
And, Avhile he ruled thee by the sword alone, 

'Made thee at last a warrior like his own. 

Religion, if in heavenly truths attired, 

Keeds only to be seen to be admired ; 

B 
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But'tliino, as dark as witcheries of the night, 

Was form’d to harden hearts and shock the sight; 
Thy druids struck the well hung harps they bore 
With finc^rs deeply dyed in human gore ; 

And wliile the victim slowly bled to death, 

Upon the rolling chords rung out his dying breath. 

Who brought the lamp that with awaking beams 
Disj^eird thy gloom, and broke away thy dreams, 
Tradition, now decrepit and worn out. 

Babbler of ancient fables, leaves a doubt ; 

But still light reach’d thee ; and those gods of thine, 
Woden and Thor, each tottering in his shrine. 

Fell broken and defaced at their own door, 

As Dagon in Philistia long before. 

But Koine with sorceries and magic wand 
Soon raised a cloud that darken’d every land ; 

And thine was smolher’d in the stench and fog 
Of Tiber’s marshes and the papal bog. 

Then priests-with bulls and briefs, nml shaven crowns, 
And griping fists, and unrelenting frowns, 

Legates and delegates with powers from hell, 

Though heavenly in pretension, fleeced thee well ; 
And to this hour, to keep it fresh in mind, 

Some twigs of that old scourge are left behind.* 

Thy soldiery, the pope’s well managed pack, 

Were train’d beneath his lash, and knew the smack, 
And, when he laid them on the scent of blood, 

Would hunt a Saracen through fire and flood. 

Lavish of life, to win an empty tomb, 

Tliat proved a mint of wealth, a mine to Kome, 

They left their bones beneath unfriendly skies, 

1 1 is worthless absolution all the prize. 

Thou wast the veriest slave in days of yore. 

That ever dragg’d a chain or tugg’d an oar ; 

Thy raonarchs arbitrary, fierce, unjust, 

Themselves the slaves of bigotry or lust. 

Disdain’d thy counsels, only in distress, 

Found thee a goodly sponge for power to press. 


* Which may be found at Doctois’ Commons. 
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Tliy chiefs, the lords of many a petty fs-e, 

Provoked and harass’d, in return j)lagncd thee ; 
Call’d thee away from peaceable employ, 

Domestic happiness and rural joy, 

To waste tliy life in arms, or lay it dow'n 
In eauseless feuds and bickerings of their own. 

7’iiy parliaments adored, on bended knees, 

^i'lie sovereignty they were convened to please ; 
Whate’er was ask’d, too timid to resist, 

('oniplied witii, and were graeimisly dismiss’d; 

And if some Spartan soul a doubt expvets’d, 

And, blusliing-at the tameness of the rest, 

Dared to suppose the subject had a choice, 

III- was a traitor by tlie general voice.* 

Oh slave ! with powers tliou didst not dare exert, 
'N’erse cannot stoop so low as thy desert 
It shakes the side's of splenetic disdain, 

'I'liou self-entitled ruler of the main, 

'I’o trace thee to the date w'heu yon fair sea, 

'i'liat clips thy shores’, had no such charms for thee j 
IMien other nations tiew from coast to c(iast, 

And thou hadvst neither fleet nor Hag to boast. 

Kneel now, and lay tliy foreheail in the dnst ; 
llliisli if thou caiifet ; not petrified, thou must ; 

Act but an honest and a faithful part; 

Compare what then thou wast with what thou art; 
And God’s disposing providence confess’d, 

Ol'duracy itself must yield the rest, — 

Then thou art bound to serve him, and to prove, 
Hour after hour, thy gratitude and love. 

lias he not bid thee and thy favour’d land, 

For ages, safe beneath his sheltering hand, 

Given thee his blessing on the clearest proof, 

Hid nations leagued against thee stand alcoP, 

And charged hostility and hate to roar 
Where else they would, but not upon tliy shore? 

power secured thee, when presumptuous Spain 
Hapti/ed her fleet invincible in vain ; 

Her gloomy monarch, doubtful and resign’d 
To every pang that racks an anxious mind, 
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Ask'd of the waves that broke upon his coast, 

What tidings 1 and the surge replied — All lost! 

And when the Stuart, leaning on the Scot, 

Then too much fear’d, and now too much forgot. 
Pierced to the very centre of the realm. 

And hoped to seize his abdicated helm, 

'Twas but to prove how quickly, with a frown. 

He that had raised thee could have pluck'd thee down, 
Peculiar is the grace by thee possess'd, 

Thy foes implacable, thy land at rest *, 

Thy thunders travel over earth and seas. 

And all at home is pleasure, wealth, and ease. 

'Tis thus, extending his tempestuous arm, 

Thy Maker fills the nations with alarm, 

While his own heaven surveys the troubled scene. 
And feels no change, unshaken and serene. 

Freedom, in other lands scarce known to shine, 

Pours out a flood of splendour upon thine ; 

'fhou hast as bright an interest in her rays 
As ever Roman had in Rome's best days. 

True freedom is where no restraint is known 
That Scripture, justice, and good sense disown. 

Where only vice and injury are tied, 

And all from shore to shore is free beside. 

Such freedom is — and Windsor’s hoary towers, 

Stood trembling at the boldness of thy powers, 

That won a nymph on that immortal plain. 

Like her the fabled Phoebus woo'd in vain : 

He found the laurel only — happier you 
The unfading laurel, and the virgin too I* 

Now think, if pleasure have a thought to spare ; 

If God himself be not beneath her care ; 

If business, constant as the wheels of time, 

(km pause an hour to read a serious rhyme : 

Ii the new mail thy merchants now receive. 

Or expectation of the next, give leave ; 

. Oh think, if chargeable with deep arrears 
For such iudulgenqp gilding all thy years, 

• Alluding to the grant of Magna Cliarta, which was extorted 
from king Joim by the barons at llunnymede near Windsor. 
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How much, though long neglected, shining yet. 

The beajps of heavenly truth have swell’d the debt. 
■\Vhen persecuting zeal made royal sport 
With tortured innocence in Mary’s court. 

And Bonner, blithe as shepherd at a wake, 

Enjoy’d the show, and danced about the stake ; 

The sacred book, its value undci’stood, 
deceived the seal of martyrdom in blood. 

Those holy men, so full of truth and grace, 

Seem to reflection of a different race, 

Sleek, modest, venerable, wise, sincere, 

In such a cause they could not dare to fear ; 

Tliey could not purchase earth with such a prize, 

Or spare a life too short lo reach the skies. 

From them to the convey’d along the tide. 

Their streaming hearts poui**d freely when they died ; 
Those truths, which neither use nor years impair, 
Invite thee, woo thee, to the bliss they share. 

What dotage will not vanity maintain ? 

What w'cb too weak to catch a modern brain ? 

The moles and bats in full assembly find, 

On special search, the keen-eyed ea^le blind. 

And did they dread, and art thou wiser now ? 

Prove it — if better, I submit and bow. 

Wisdom and goodness are twin-born, one heart 
]\Iust hold both sisters, never seen apart. 

So then— as darkness overspread the deep, 

Ere nature rose from her eternal sleep. 

And tliis delightful earth, and that fair sky, 

I.eap’d out of nothing, call’d by the Most High , 

IJy such a change thy darkness is made light, 

Thy chaos order, and thy weakness might ; 

And He, whose power mere nullity obeys, 

Who found thee nothing, form’d thee for his praise. 
To praise him is to serve him, and fulfil, 

Doing and suffering, his unquestioii’d will j 
’Tis to believe what men inspired of old. 

Faithful, and faithfully inform’d, unfold ; 

Candid and just, with no false aim in view, 

To take for truth what cannot but be true j 
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To learn in God’s own school the Christian part, 
And bind the task assign’d thee to thine heart# 
Happy the man there seeking and there found, 
Happy the nation where such men abound ! 

How shall a verse impress thee ? by what name 
Shall I adjure thee not to court thy shame ? 

By theirs whose bright example, unimpeach’d, 
Directs thee to that eminence they reach’d. 

Heroes and worthies of days past, thy sires ? 

Or his, who touch’d their hearts with hallow’d fires? 
Their name*!, alas ! in vain reproach an age, 

Wliom all the vanities they scorn’d engage j 
And his, that seraphs tremble at, is hung 
Disgracefully on every trifler’s tongue. 

Or serves the champion in forensiq war 
To flourish and parade with at the bar. 

Pleasure herself perhaps suggests a plea. 

If interest move thee, to persuade e’en thee ; 

By every charm that smiles upon her face. 

By joys possess’d, and joys still held in chase, 

If dear society be worth a thought, 

And if the feast of freedom cloy thee not, 

Beflect that tht^se, and all that seems thine own, 
Held by the tenure of his will alone, 
liike angels in the service of their Lord, 

Kemaiii with thee, or leave thee at his word ; 

That gratitude and temperance in onr use 
Of what he gives, unsparjng and profuse, 

Secure, the favour and enhance the joy. 

That thankless waste and wild abuse destroy. 

But abd-ie all reflect, how cheap soe’er 
Those rights, that millions envy thee, appear, 

And though resolved to risk them, and swim down 
The tide of pleasure, heedless of liis frown. 

That blessings truly sacred, and when given, 

Mark’d wdtli the signature and stamp of Heaven, 
The word of prophecy, those truths llivine. 

Which make that heaven, if tliou desire it, thine, 
(Awful alternative! believed, beloved, 

Thy glory, and thy shame if unimproved,) 
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Are nevg; long vouchsafed if piisli’d aside 
With coif disgust or philosophic pride; 

Ar.d that, judicially withdrawn, disgrace, 
hi rer, and darkness occupy their place. 

A v.’orld is up in arms, and tlioii, a spot 
Not quickly found, if negligently sought. 

Thy soul as ample as thy bounds are small, 

Eiulurest the brunt, and darest defy them all ; 

Ami wilt thou join to this hold enterprise 
A holder still, a contest with the skies ? 
heinember, if He guard thee and secure, 

Whoe’er assails thee, thy success is sure ; 

hilt if He leave thee, though the skill and power 

Of nations, sworn to spoil thee and devour, 

Were all collected in thy single arm, 

And thou couldst laugh away the fear of harm, 

That slrcnglli would tail, opposed against the push 
And feeble onset of a pigmy rush. 

Say not (and if the thought of such defence 
Should spring within thy bosom, drive it thence) 
IVhat nation amongst all my foes is free 
hrom crimes as base as any charged on me ? 

Their measure fill’d, they too shall pay tlio debt, 
Which God, though long forborne, will not forget. 
Hut know that wrath Divine, when most severe, 
Makes justice still the guide of liis career, 

And will not pnuisli, in one mingled crowd, 

TJiem w'ithout light, and thee without a cloud. 

Muse, hang this harp upon yon aged beech. 

Still murmuring with the solemn truths I teach ; 
And, while at intervals a cold blast sings 
Through the dry leaves, and pants upon the strings, 
My soul shall sigh in secret, and lament 
A nation scourged, yet tardy to repent. 

I know the warning song is sung iu vain; 

That few will hear, and fewer heed the strain; 
but if a sweeter voice, and one design’d 
A. blessing to my country and mankind, 
lleclaira the wandering thousands, tuid bring home 
A. dock so scatter’d and so wont to roam, 
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Tlien place it once again between my knees ; 
The sound of truth will then be sure to pleaselp 
And truth alone, where’er my life be cast, 

In scenes of plenty or the pining waste, 

Shall be my chosen theme, my glory to the last. 


HOPE. 


THE ARGUMENT. 

Human Life~The charms of Nature remain the same though 
they appear dilFcrent in youth and age— Frivolity of fashionahle 
life— Value of life — works of the Creator evidences of hiii 
atfrihul 03 — Nature the handmaid to the purposes of grace— Cha- 
racter of IIoTO — Man naturally stubborn and intractable — His 
conduct in diflerent stations — Deal It’s honours — Each man’s belief 
right in his own eyes — Simile of Ethelred’s hospitality — ManKitid 
quarrel with the Giver of eternal life, on account of the terms on 
whi(5h it is oO'ered — ttpinions on this subject — Spread of the gospel 
— The (Jreenland Missions -Contrast of the unconverted and con- 
verted heathen— Character of Lcuconomus— The man of pleasure 
the blindest of bigots — Any hope preferred to tliat required by 
the Scripture — Human nature opposed to Trutli— Apostrophe to 
Trutii— I’icturo of one conscience-smitten— The paruoned sinner 
—Conclusion. 


.... doccixs Iter, et sacra ostia pandas, viao. iSN. C. 

Ask what is human life — ^tbe sage replies, 

With disappointment lowering in his eyes, 

A painful passage o’er a restless flood, 

A vain pursuit of fugitive false good, 

A scene of fancied bliss and heart-felt care, 

Closing at last in darkness and desp lir. 

The poor, inured to drudgery and distress, 

■let vvitliout aim, think little, and feel less, 

And nowhere, hut in feign’d Arcadian scenes. 
Taste happiness, or know what pleasure means, 
niches are pass’d away from hand to hand, 

As fortune, vice, or folly may command ; 

As in a dance the pair that take the lead 
Turn downward, and the lowest pair succeed, 
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So shifting and so various is the plan 

l?y which Heaven rules the mix’d affairs of man ; 

Vicissitude wlieels round the motly crowd, 

The rich grow poor, the poor become purse-proud ; 
business is labour, and man’s weakness such, 

Pleasure is labour too and tires as much, 

The Mery sense of it foregoes its use. 

By repetition pall’d, by age obtuse. 

Youth lost in dissipation, we deplore. 

Through life’s sad remnant, what no si^hs restore j 
Our years, a fruitless race without a prize, 

Too many, yet too few to make us wise. 

Dangling his cane about, and taking snuff, 

Lothario cries, What philosophic stuff — 

0 querulous and weak ! — whose useless brain 
Once thought of nothing, and now thinks in vain ; 
Whose eye reverted weeps o’er all the past, 

Whose prospect shows thee a disheartening waste j 
Would age in thee resign his wintry reign, 

And youth invigorate that frame again. 

Renew’d desire would grace with other speech 
Joys always prized, when placed within our reach. 

For lift thy palsied hea4 shake off the gloom 
That overhangs the borders of thy tomb, 

See nature gay, as when she first began 
With smiles alluring her admirer man ; 

She spreads the morning over eastern hills. 

Earth glitters with the drops the night distils j 
The sun, obedient, at her call appears 
To fling his glories o’er the robe she wears ; [sounds. 
Banks clothed with flowers, OToves fill’d with sprightly 
The yellow tilth, green meads, rocks, rising giounds, 
Streams edged with osiers, fattening every field 
Where’er they flow, now seen and now conceal’d ; 
From the blue rim, where skies and mountains meet, 
Down to the very turf beneath thy feet. 

Ten thousand charms, that only fools despise. 

Or pride can look at with indifferent eyes. 

All speak one language, all with one sweet voice 
Cry to her universal realm, Rejoice I 
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Man ft^els the spur of passions and desires, 

And she gives largely more than he requires ; 

Not that, his hours devoted all to care, 

Hollow-eyed abstinence, and lean despair, 

The wretch may pine, while to his smell, taste, sight, 
She holds a paradise of rich delight; 

But gently to rebuke his awkward fear. 

To prove that what she gives she gives sincere, 

To banish hesitation, and proclaim 
His happiness her dear, her only aim, 

’Tis grave philosophy’s ahsurdest dream; 

That Heaven’s intentions are npt what they seem, 
That only shadows are dispensed below, 

And earth has no reality hut woe. 

Thus things terrestrial wear a different Imc, 

As youth or age persuades ; and neither true. 

So, Flora’s w'reath through colour’d crystal seen, 

The rose or lily appears blue or green, 

But still the imputed tints arc those alone 
The medium represents, and not their own. 

To rise at noon, sit slipshod and undress’d, 

To read the news, or fiddle, as seems best. 

Till half the world conies rattling at his door. 

To fill tlie dull vacuity till four; 

And, just when evening turns the blue vault gray. 
To spend two hours in dressing for the day ; 

To make the sun a bauble without use, 

6ave for tlie fruits his heavenly beams produce ; 
Quite to forget, or deem it worth no thought, 

Who bids him shine, or if he shine or not ; 

Through mere necessity to close his eyes 
Just when the larks and when the shepherds rise; 

Is such a life, so tediously the same, 

So void of all utility or aim, 

That poor Jojupiil, with almost every breath, 

Sighs for his exit, vulgarly call’d death ; 

JPor he, with all his follies, has a miud 
'Not yet .so blank, or fashionably blind, 

;But now and then perhaps a feeble ray 
' ..Of distant wisdom shoots across his way ; 
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By whicli lie reads, that life without a plan. 

As useless as the moment it began, 

Serves merely as a soil for discontent 
To thrive in ; an encumbrance ere half spent. 
Oil ! weariness beyond what asses feel. 

That tread the circuit of the cistern wheel ; 

A dull rotation, never at a stay. 

Yesterday’s face twin image of to-day ; 

While conversation, an exYiausted stock, 

Orows drowsy as the clicking of a clock. 

No need, he cries, of gravity stuff’d out 
With academic dignity devout. 

To read wise lectures, vanity the text; 

Proclaim the remedy, ye learned, next ; 

Tor truth self-evident, with pomp impress’d. 

Is vanity surpassing* all (he rest. 

That remedy, not hid in deeps profound, 

Yet seldom sought w’here only to be found, 
While passion turns aside from its due scope 
The iiMiuirer’s aim, that remedy is Hope, 

Tdfe is his gift, from whom whate’er life needs. 
With every good and perfect gift, proceeds ; 
llestow’d on man, like all that we partake, 
h'oyally, freely, for his bounty’s sake ; 

Transient indeed, as is the fleeting hour, 

And yet the seed of an immortal flower ; 
Design’d, in honour of his endless love. 

To fill Avith fragrance his abode above ; 

No trifle, howsoever short it seem. 

And, lioAvsoever shadowy, no dream ; 

Its valiK', what no thought can ascertain, 

Nor all an angel’s eloquence explain. 

Men deal with life as children with their play, 
Who first misuse, then cast their toys away ; 
hive to no sober purpose, and contend 
That their Creator had no serious end. 

When God and man stand opposite in view, 
Man’s disappointment must, of coui'se, ensue. 
Tile just Creator condescends to write, 

In beams of inextinguishable light. 
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His names of wisdom, goodness, power, and love. 
On all that blooms below, or shines above ; 

To catch the wandering notice of mankind. 

And teach the world, if not perversely blind. 

His gracious attributes, and prove the share 
His offspring hold in his paternal care. 

If, led from earthly things to things Divine, 

His creatures thwart not his august design. 

Then praise is heard instead of reasoning pride. 
And captious cavil and complaint subside. 

Nature, employed in her allotted place. 

Is handmaid to the purposes of grace ; 

By good vouchsafed makes known superior good, 
And bliss not seen by blessings understood : 

That bliss, reveal’d in Scripture, with a glow 
Bright as the covenant-insuring bow. 

Fires all his feelings with a noble scorn 
Of sensual evil, and thus Hope is horn. 

Hope sets the stamp of vanity on all 
That men have deemM substantial since the fall, 
Yet has the wondrous virtue to educe 
From emptiness itself a real use ; 

And while she takes, as at a father’s hand, 

What health and sober appetite demand. 

From fading good derives, with chemic art, 

That lasting happiness, a thankful heart. 

Hope, with uplifted foot, set free from earth. 

Pants for the place of her ethereal birth. 

On steady wings ^ails through the immense abyss, 
Plucks amaranthine joys from bowers of bliss. 

And crowns tlie soul, while yet a mourner here. 
With wreaths like those triumphant spirits wear. 
Hope, as an anchor firm and sure, holds fast 
The Christian vessel, and defies the blast. 

Hope ! nothing else can nourish and secure 
His new-born virtues, and preserve him pure. 
Hope ! let the wretch, once conscious of the joy, 
Whom now despairing agonies destroy. 

Speak, for he can, and none so well as he. 

What treasures centre, what delights, in thee. 
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Had he the gems, the spices, and the land 
That boasts the treasure, all at his command ; 

The fragrant grove, the inestimable mine, 

Were light, when weigh’d against one smile of thine. 

Though clasp’d and cradled in his nurse’s arms. 
He shines with all a cherub’s artless charms, 

Man is the genuine offspring of revolt. 

Stubborn and sturdy, a wild ass’s colt; 

II is passions, like the watery stores that sleep 
IJeneath the smiling surface of the deep. 

Wait but the lashes of a wintry storm, 

To frown and roar, and shake his feeble form. 

From infancy through childhood’s giddy maze, 
Froward at school, and fretful in his plays, 

The puny tyrant burns to subjugate 
'Fhe free republic of the whip-gig state. 

If one, his equal in athletic frame, 

Or, more provoking still, of nobler name. 

Dare step aci’oss his arbitrary views, 

An Iliad, only not in verse, ensues : 

I’he little Greeks look trembling at the scales, 

Till the best tongue or heaviest hand prevails. 

Now see him launched into the world at large ; 

If priest, supinely droning o’er his charge, 

Their fleece his pillow, and his weekly drawl, 
Though short, too long, the price he pays for all. 

If lawyer, loud whatever cause he plead, 
lJut proudest of the worst, if that succeed. 

Perhaps a grave physician, gathering fees. 
Punctually paid for lengthening out disease ; 

No Cotton, whose humanity sheds rays. 

That make si^erior skill his second praise. 

If arms engage him, he devotes to sport 
His date of life so likely to be short; 

A soldier ihay be anything, if brave, 

So may a tradesman, if not quite a knave. 

Such stuff the world is made of ; and mankind. 

To passionj^nlprest, pleasure, whim, resign’d, 

Insist on JIRTeach were his own pope, 

Forgiveness, and the privilege of Hope ; 
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But conscience, in some awful silent hour, 

When captivating lusts have lost their power, 
Perhaps when sickness, or some fearful dream, 
Peminds him of religion, hated theme ! 

Starts from the doM'ii, on which she lately slept. 
And tells of laws despised, at least not kept ; 
Shows with a pointing finger, hut no noise, 

A pale procession of past sinful joys, 

All witnesses of blessings foully scorned 
And life abused, and not to be suborn’d. 

Mark these, she says; these, summoned from 
afar, 

Begin their march to meet thee at the bar ; 

There find a Judge inexorafdy just, 

And perish there, as all presumption must. 

Peace be to those (such peace as earth can give) 
Who live in pleasure, dead e’en wliile they live ; 
Born capable, indeed, of lieavenly truth ; 

But down to latest age, from earliest youth, 

Their mind a wilderness through want of care, 
The plough of wisdom never entering there. • 
Peace (if insensibility may claim 
A right to tJie meek honours of her name) 

To men of pedigree, their noble race, 

Emulous always of the nearest place 
To any throne, except the throne of grace. 

Let cottagers and uuenligliltui’d swains 
Eevere the laws they dream that Heaven ordains; 
liesort on Sundays to the house of prayer. 

And ask, and fancy they find, blessings there. 
Themselves, perhaps, when weary they retreat 
To enjoy cool nature in a country seat, 

To exchange the centre of a thousand trades, 

For clumps, and lawns, and temph}s, and cascades, 
May now and tlieu their vd et cushions tuke^ 
AnAseem to ])ray for good example sake ; 
jjWilng. in charity no doubt, the town 
enough, and having need of none, 
llilid Souls ! to teach their tenantry to prixe 
What they themselves, without remorse, despise • 
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Nor hope have they, nor fear, of aught to come, 

As well for them had prophecy been dumb ; 

They could have held the conduct they pursue, 

Had Paul of Tarsus lived and died a Jew ; 

And tfuth, proposed to reasonei's wise as they, 

Is a pearl cast — completely cast away. 

They die. — Death lends them, pleased, and as in 
All the grim honours of his gliastly court. [sport. 
Far other paintings guace the chamber now, 

Where late we saw the mimic landscape glow : 

The busy heralds hang the sable scene 

With mournful ’scutcheons, and dim lamps between 

Proclaim their titles to the crowd around, 

Jhit they that wore them move not at the Eoiiiid ; 

The coronet, placed idly at their head, 

Adds nothing now to the degraded dead, 

And e’en the star that glitters on the bier. 

Can only say — Nobility lies here. 

Peace to all such — ’twere pity to olfend, 

Jly useless censure, whom wc cannot mend ; 

Tiifc without hope can close Imt in despair, 

’Twas there we found them, and must leave them tliere. 

As when two'pilgiims in a fore st stray, 

Both may be lost, yet each in bis own w’ay ; 

So fares it with the multitudes beguiled 
In vain opinion's waste and dangerous wild ; 

Ten thousand rove the brakes and thorns among, 

Some eastward, and some westward, and all wrong. 

But here, alas I the fatal difference lies. 

Each man’s belief is right in his ow'u eyes ; 

And he that blames what they have blindly chose 
Incurs resentment for the love he shows. 

Say, botanist, within whose province fall 
The cedar and the Iiyssop on the wall. 

Of all that deck the lanes, the fields, the bowers, 

What parts the kindred tribes of wt?t'ds and flowers ? 
Sweet scent, or lovely form, or botli combined, 
Distinguish every cultivated mind; 

The want of both denotes a meaner breed, 

And Chloe from her garland picks the weed. 
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Thus hopes of every sort, whatever sect 
Esteem them, sow them, rear them, and protect 
If wild in nature, and not duly found, 

Gethsemane ! in thy dear hallow’d ground, 

That cannot hear the blaze of Scripture light, 

Nor cheer the spirit, nor refresh the sight. 

Nor animate the soul to Christian deeds, 

(Oh cast them from thee !) are weeds, arrant weeds. 

Ethelred’s houvse, the centre of six ways, 

Diverging each from each, like equal rays, 

Himself as bountiful as April rains, 

I^ord paramount of the surrounding plains. 

Would give relief of bed and Imrd to none, 

Eut guests that sought it in the appointed One ; 

And they might enter at^his open door, 

E’en till his spacious hall would hold no more. 

He sent a servant forth by every road, 

To sound his horn and publish it abroad, 

Tlwit all might mark — kniglit, menial, high, and low- 
An ordinance it concern’d them much to know. 

If, after all, some headstrong hardy lout 
Would disobey, though sure to be shut out, 

Could he with reason murmur at his case. 

Himself sole author of his own disgrace ? 

No ! the decree was just and without flaw ; 

And he that made had right to make the law ; 

His sovereign power and pleasure unrestrain’d. 

The wrong was his who wrongfully complain’d. 

Yet half mankind maintain a churlish strife 
With him the Donor of eternal life, 
llecausc the deed, by which his love confirms 
The largess he bestows, prescribes the terms. 
Compliance with his will your lot ensures, 

Accept it only, and the boon is yours. 

And sure it is as kind to smile and give, 

As with a frown to say. Do this, and live. 

Ix)ve is not pt dlar’s trumpery, bought and sold ; 

He will give freely, or he will withhold; 

His soul abhors a mercenary tliought, 

And him as deeply who abhors it not ; 
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He stipulates indeed, but merely this. 

That man will freely take an unbought bliss, 

AVill trust him for a faithful generous part, 

Kor set a price upon a willing heart 
Of all the ways that seem to promise fair, 

To place you where his saints his presence share, 
This only can ; for this plain cause, express’d 
In terms as plain— himself has shut the rest, 
lint oh the strife, the bickering, and debate. 

The tidings of unpurchased heaven create ! 

The flirted fan, the bridle, and the toss. 

All speakers, yet all language at a loss. 

From stucco’d walls smart arguments rebound ; 

And beaus, adepts in everything profound, 

Die of disdain, or whistle oflf the sound. 

Such is the clamour of rooks, daws, and kites. 

The explosion of the levell’d tube excites 
Wliere mouldering abbey walls o’erhang the glad.Q 
And oaks coeval spread a mournful shade, 

Tlie screaming nations, hovering in mid air, 
lx)udly resent the stranger’s freedom there. 

And seem to warn him never to repeat 
His bold intrusion on their dark retreat. 

Adieu, Vinosa cries, ere yet he sips 
The purple bumper trembling at his-lips. 

Adieu to all morality I if ^race 

Make works a vain ingredient in the case. 

The Christian hope is — Waiter, draw the cork— 

If I mistake not — Blockhead ! with a fork I 
Without good works, whatever some may boast. 
Mere folly and delusion — Sir, your toast. 

My firm persuasion is, at least sometimes, 

That Heaven will weigh man’s virtues and l.’s 
crimes 

With nice attention in a righteous scale. 

And save or damn as these or those prevail, 

I plant my foot upon this ground of trust. 

And silence every fear with — God is just. 

Ihit if perchance, on some dull drizzling day, 

A thought inlnide, tliat says, or seems to say, 
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If thus the important cause is to be tried, 

Suppose the beam should dip on the wrong side ; 

I soon recover from these needless frights, 

And — God is merciful — sets all to rights. 

Thus between justice, as niy prjme support, 

And mercy, fled to as the last resort, 

I glide and steal along with heaven in view, 

And — pardon me, the bottle stands with you. 

I never will believe, the Colonel cries. 

The sanguinarj’ schemes that some devise, 

Who make the good Creator, on their plan, 

A being of less equity than man. 

If appetite, or what divines call lust. 

Which men comply with,, e'en because they paust, 
Be punished with perdition, who is pure ? 

Then theirs, no doubt, as well as mine, is sure. 

If sentence of eternal pain belong 
To every sudden slip and transient wrong. 

Then Heaven enjoins the fallible and frail 
A hopeless task, and damns them if they fail. 

My creed (whatever some creed-makers mean 
By Athanasian nonsense, or Nicene,) 

My creed is, he is safe that does his best. 

And death’s a doom sufheient for the rest. 

Right, says an Ensign ; and for aught I see. 
Your faith and mine substantially' agree ; 

The best of every man’s performance here 
Is to discharge the duties of his sphere 
A lawyer’s dealings should be just and fair. 
Honesty shines with great advantage there. 
Fasting and prayers sit -well upon a priest, 

A decent caution and reserve at least. 

A soldier's bOst is courage in the field. 

With nothing here that wants to be conceal’d ; 
Manly deportment, gallant, easy, gay ; 

A hand as liberal as the light of day ; 

The soldier thus endow’d, who never shrinks, 
Nor closets up his thoughts, whate’er he thinks, 
Who scorns to do an injury by stealth, 

Must go to heaven — and I must drink his health. 



Sir Smug, he cries, (for lowest at the board, 

Just made fifth chaplain of his patron lord, 

Ills shoulders witnessing by many a shrug 
I low much his feelings suftered, sat sir Smug,) 

Your olfice is to winnow false from true ; 

Coiuc, prophet, drink, and tell us. What think you ? 

Sighing and smiling as he takes his glass, 

Which they that woo preferment rarely pass, 
Fallible man, the church-bred yontli replies, 

Is still found fallible, however wise ; 

And diflering judgments serve but to declare, 

That truth lies some',vhere, if we knew but wdicre. 
Of all it em* was ray lot to read, 

Of critics now alive or long since dead, 

The book of all the world that charm'd me most 
Was,— w’cll-a-day, the title-page was lost; 

The writer w’ell remarks, a heart that knows 
To take with gratitude what Heaven bestOM'S, 

With prudence always ready at our call, 

To guide our use of it, is all in all. 

Doubtless it is. To which, of my own store, 

I .‘^uperadd a few essentials more ; 
hut these, excuse the liberty I take, 

I wave just now, for conversation’s sake. 

Spoke like an oracle, they all exclaim, 

And add lirglit Reverend to Smug’s honour’d name, 
And yet our lot is given us in a land 
Where busy arts are never at a stand ; 

Where science points her telescopic eye, 

Familiar with the wonders of the sky ; 

W’here bold inquiry, diving out of sight, « 

Brings many a precious pearl of truth to light ; 

W here nought eludes the pei’scvering guest, 

That fashion, taste, or luxury suggest. 

But, above all, in her ow'n light array’d, 

P(-'c Mercy’s grand apocalypse display’d I 
The sacred book no longer suffers wrong, 

Bound in the fetters of an unknown tongue ; 

But speaks with plainness art could never mend, 
W’hat simplest minds can soonest comprehend. 
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God gives the word, the preachers throng around. 
Live from his lips, and spread the glorious sound ; 
That sound bespeaks salvation on her waj, 

The trumpet of a life-restoring day ; 

*Tis heard udiere England’s eastern glory shines. 
And in the gulfs of her Cornubian mines. 

And still it spreads. See Germany send forth 
Her sons* to pour it on the farthest north : 

Fired with a zeal peculiar, they defy 
The rage and rigour of a polar sky. 

And plant successfully sweet Sharon’s rose 
On icy plains, and in eternal snows. 

O blest within the inclosure of your ro<^, 

Not herds have ye to boast, nor bleating flocks ; 
Nor fertilizing streams your fields divide, 

That show, reversed, the villas on their side ; 

No groves have ye ; no cheerful sound of biH, 

Or voice of turtle in your land is heard ; 

Nor grateful eglantine regales the smell 
Of those that walk at evening where ye dwell , 
Hut Winter, arm’d with terrors here unknown, 
Sits absolute on his unshaken throne ; 

Piles up his stores amidst the frozen waste, 

And bids the mountains he has built stand fast ; 
llec.kons the legions of his storms away 
From happier scenes, to make your land a prey ; 
Proclaims the soil a conquest he has won, 

And scorns to share it with the distant sun. 

— Yet truth is yours, remote, unenvied isle ! 

And peace, the genuine ofispring of her smile ; 
The pride otf letter’d ignorance, that hinds 
In chains of error our accomplish’d minds, 

That decks with all the splendour of the true, 

A false religion is unknown to you. 

Nature, indeed, vouchsafes for our delight 
The sweet vicissitudes of day and night ; 

Soft airs and genial moisture feed and cheer 
Field, fruit, and flower, and every creature here ; 


* The Moravian Missionaries in Greenland. — See Kranti 
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put brighter beams than liis who fires the skies 
Have risen at length on vour admiring eyes. 

That shoot into your darkest caves the day, 

From which our nicer optics turn away. 

Here see the encouragement grace gives to vice, 
The dire effect of mercy without price I 

were they ? what some foots are made by art, 
Tliey were by nature, atheists, head and heart. 

I'he gross idolatry blind heathens teach 
Was too refined for them, beyond their reach. 

Not e’en the glorious sun, though men revere 
The monarch most that seldom will appear, 

And though his beams, that quicken where they shine, 
May claim some right to be esteemed divine. 

Not e’en the sun, desirable as rare, 

Could bend one knee, engage one votary there ; 

They were, what base credulity believes 

True Christians are, dissemblers, drunkards, thieves. 

Tlie full-gorged savage, at his nauseous feast. 

Spent half the darkness, and snored out the rest, 

Was one, whom justice, on an equal plan, 

Denouncing death upon the sins of man, 

Might almost have indulged with an escape, 
Chargeable only with a human shape. 

What are they now ? — Morality may spare 
Her grave concern, her kind suspicions there ; 

The wretch, who once sang wildly, danced, and 
laugh’d, 

And suck’d in dizzv madness with his draught, 

Has wept a sileut flood, reversed his ways, 

Is sober, meek, benevolent, and prays. 

Feeds sparingly, communicates his store. 

Abhors the craft he boasted of before, 

And he that stole has learn’d to steal no more. 

Well spake the prophet. Let the desert sing, 

Where sprang the thorn, the spiry fir shall spring, 

And where unsightly and rank thistles grew. 

Shall grow the mjrrtle and luxuriant yew. 

Go now, and with important tone demand 
On what foundation virtue is to stand, 
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If self-exalting claims be turn’d adrift, 

And grace be grbce indeed, and life a gift 
The poor reclaim’d inhabitant, his eyes 
Glistening at once with pity and surprise, 

Amazed that shadows should obscure the sight 
Of one, whose birth was in a land of light. 

Shall answer, Hope, sweet Hope, has set me free, 
And made all pleasures else mere dross to me. 

These, amidst scenes as waste as if denied 
The common care that waits on all beside, 

Wild as if nature there, void of all pood, 

Play’d only gambols in a frantic mood, 

(Yet charge not heavenly skill with having plaun’d 
A plaything world, unworthy of his hand,) 

Can see his love, though secret evil lurks 
In all we touch, stamp’d plainly on his works j 
Deem life' a blessing with its numerous woes. 

Nor spurn away a gift a God bestows. 

Hard task indeed o’er arctic seas to roam I 
Is hope exotic ? grows it not at home ? 

Yes, but an object, bright as orient morn, 

May press the eye too closely to be borne j 
A distant virtue we can all confess, 

It hurts our pride, and moves our envy less. 

Leuconomus (beneath well-sounding Greek 
I slur a name a poet must not speak) 

Stood pilloried on infamy’s high stage. 

And bore the pelting storm of half an age ; 

The very butt of slander, and the blot 
For every dart that malice ever shot. 

The man that mention’d him at once dismiss’d 
All mercy from his lips, and sneer’d and hiss’d ; 

His crimes were such as Sodom never knew, 

And perjury stood up to swear all true ; 

His aim was mischief, and his zeal pretence, 

His speech relK'Hion against common sense ; 

A knave, when tried on honesty’s plain rule ; 

And when by that of reason, a mere fool; 

The world’s best comfort was, his doom was pass’d ; 
Die when he might, he must be danm’d at last. 
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Now, Truth, perform thine office ; waft aside 
The curtain drawn by prejudice and pHde, 
jicvcal (the man is dead) to wondering eyes 
This more than monster in his proper guise. 

IK* loved the world that hated him : the tear 
I'luit dropp'd upon his Bible was sincere ; 

A'^^ail’d by scandal and the tongue of strife, 
llis only answer was a blameless life ; 

And he that forged, and he that threw the dart, 
Had each a brother’s interest in his heart, 
laud's love of Christ, and steadiness unbribed, 

AVere copied close in him, and well transcribed. 

He follow’d Paul ; his zeal a kindred flame. 

Ills apostolic charity the same. 

Kike him cross’d cheerfully tempestuous seas, 
Forsaking country, kindred, friends, and ease ; 

Kike him he labour’d, and like him, content 
To bear it, suffer’d shame where’er he went. 

Hliish, calumny 1 and write upon liis tomb, 

If honest eulogy can spare thee room,- 
Thy deej) repentance of thy thousand lies, 

Which aim’d at him, have pierced the offended 
skies ; 

.And say, Blot out my sin, confess'd, deplored, 
Against thine image, in thy saint, O I^ord ! 

No blinder bigot, I maintain it still, 

Than he who must have pleasure, come w’hat will : 
IK* laughs, whatever weapon Truth may draw, 

And deems her sharp artillery mere straw. 

Scripture indeed is plain ; but God and he 
Ha Scripture ground are sure to disagree ; 

Some wiser rule must teach him how to live, 
f hail this his Maker has seen fit to give ; 

Supple and flexible as Indian cune, 

To take the bend his appetites ordain ; 

Contrived to suit frail Nature’s crazy case, 

And reconcile his lusts with saving grace, 
by this, with nice precision of dc*sign. 

He draws upon life’s map a zig-zag line, 

Tliat shows how far ’tis safe to follow sin, 
where his danger and God’s wrath begin. 
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13y tills he fomtis, as pleased he sports along; 

His well-poised estimate of right and wrong ; 

And finds the modish manners of the day, 

Though loose, as harmless as an infant’s play. 

Build by whatever plan caprice decrees. 

With what materials, on what ground you please, 
Your hope shall stand unblamei perhaps admired, 

If not that liope the Scripture has required. 

The strange conceits, vain projects, and wild dreams, 
With which hypocrisy for ever* teems, 

(Though other follies strike the public eye, 

And raise a laugh,) pass unmolested by ; 

But if, unblameable in. word and thought, 

A Man arise, a man whom God has taught, 

With all Elijah’s dignity of tone, 

And all the love of the beloved John, 

To storm the citadels they build in air, 

And smite the untemper’d wall ; ’tis death to spare. 
To sweep away all refuges of lies, 

And place, instead of quirks themselves devise, 
liAMA Sabacthani before their eyes ; 

To prove that without Christ all gain is loss. 

All hope despair, that stands not on bis cross ; 
Except the few his God may have impress’d, 

A tenfold frenzy seizes all the rest. 

Throughout mankind, the Christian kind at least, 
There dwells a consciousness in every breast. 

That folly ends where genuine hope begins, 

And he that finds his heaven must lose his sins. 
•Nature opposes, with her utmost force. 

This riving stroke, this ultimate divorce : 

And, while Religion seems to be her view, 

Hates with a deep sincerity the true : 

For this, of all that ever influenced man. 

Since Abel worshipped, or the world began, 

This only spares no lust, admits no plea. 

But makes him, if at all, completely free ; 

Sounds forth the signal, as slie mounts her car, 

Of an eternal, universal war ; 

Itejects all treaty, penetrates all wiles. 

Scorns with the same in^ffcrence frowns and smiles ; 
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Drives through the realms of sin, where riot reels, 
Aiiil grinds his crown beneath her burning wheels ! 
Hence all that is in man, pride, passion, art, 

Powers of the mind, and feelings of the heart. 
Insensible of Truth’s almighty charms. 

Starts at her first approach, and sounds to arms ! 
While Bigotry, with well dissembled fears, 

Ilis eyes shut fast, his fingers in his ears. 

Mighty to parry and push by God’s word 
With senseless noise, his argument the sword, 

Pretends a zeal for godliness and grace. 

And spits abhorrence in the Christian’s face. 

Parent of Hope, immortal Truth ! make known 
Tliy deathless wreaths and triumphs all thine own 
Tiie silent progress of thy power is such, 

'J'liy means so feeble, and despised so much. 

That few believe the wonders thou hast wrought, 

And none can teach them but whom thou hast taught. 
Oh see me sworn to serve thee, and command 
A painter’s skill into a poet’s hand ; 

TJiat, while I trembling trace a w'ork Divine, 

Fancy may stand aloof from the design, 

And light and shade, and every strolce, be thine. 

If ever thou has felt another’s pain, 

If ever when he sigh’d has sigh’d again, 

If ever on thy eyelid stood the tear 
That pity had engender’d, drop one here. 

Til is man was happy — had the' world’s good word, 

And with it every joy it can afford ; 

Friendship and love seem’d tenderly at strife, 

Wliich most should sweeten his untroubled life ; 
F(>litely learn’d, and of a gentle race, 

Good breeding and good sense gave all a grace, 

And whether at the toilette of the fair 

Ib' laiigli’d and trifled, made him w’ldcomc there. 

Or, if in masculine debate he shared, 

Ensured him mute attention and regard. 

Alas, how changed ! PJxpressive of his mind, 

His eyes are sunk, arms folded, head reclined ; 

Those awful syllables, hell, death, and sin. 

Though whisper’d, plainly tell what works within * 
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That conscience there performs her proper part. 
And writes a doomsday sentence on Iiis heart 1 
Forsaking, and forsaken of all friends, 

He now j)erceives where earthly pleasure ends ; 
Hard task ! for one who lately knew no care. 

And harder still as learned beneath despair I 
His hours no longer pass unraark’d away, 

A dark importance saddens every day ; 

He hears the notice of the clock, perplex’d, 

And cries, Perhaps eternity strikes next 1 
Sweet music is no longer music here, 

And laughter sounds like madness in his ear : 

His grief the world of all her power disarms ; 
Wine has no taste, and beauty has no charms ; 
God’s holy word, once trivial in his view, 

Now by the voice of his experience true. 

Seems, as it is, the fountain wlience alone 
Must spring that hope he pants to make his own. 

Now let the bright reverse be known abroad; 
Say man’s a worm, and power belongs to God. 

As when a felon, whom his country’s laws 
Have justly doomed for some atrocious cause, 
Expects in darkness and heart-chilling fears. 

The shameful close of all his mis-speiit years ; 

If chance, on heavy pinions slowly borne, 

A tempest usher in the dreaded morn. 

Upon his dungeon walls the lightning play, 

The thunder seems to summon him away ; 

The warder at the door liis key applies, 

Shoots hack the bolt, and all his courage dies | 

If then, just then, all llioughts of mercy lost, 

Wlieri Hope, long lingering, at last yields the 
ghost. 

The sound of pardon pierce his startled car, 

He drops at once his fetters and his fear ; 

A transport glow's in all he looks and speaks, 

And the first thankful tears bedew his cheeks. 

Joy, far superior joy, that much outweighs 
The comfort of a few poor added days. 

Invades, possesses, and o’erw'lielms the soul 
Of him whom Hope has with a touch made whole. 
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’Ti:< heaven, all heaven, descending on the wings 
Of the glad legions of^^e King of kings; 

'Tis more-— 'tis God dimised through every part, 

’Tis God himself triumphant in his heart. 

0 welcome now the sun’s once hated light, 

His noon-day beams were never half so bright. 

Kot kindred minds alone are call’d to employ 
Their hours, their days, in listening to his joy ; 
Unconscious nature, all that he surveys, 

Kooks, groves, and streams must join him in his praise. 

These are thy glorious works, eternal Truth, 

The scoff of wither’d age and beardless youth j 
These move the censure and illiberal grin 
Of fools that hate thee and delight in sin : 

Jhit these shall last when night has quench’d the pole, 
And heaven is all departed as a scroll. 

And when, as justice has long since decreed, 

This earth shall blaze, and a new world succeed, 

T'hcn these thy glorious works, and they who share 
TJiat hope whicli can alone exclude despair. 

Shall live exempt from weakness and decay, 

The brightest wonders of an endless day. 

IIapi)y the bard (if that fair name belong 
To him that blcmds no fable with his song^ 

Whose lines, uniting, by an honest art, 

The faithful monitor’s and poet’s part. 

Seek to delight, that they may mend mankind, 

And, wliile they captivate, inform the mind : 

Still happier, if he till a thankful soil, 

And iVuit reward his lionourahle toil : 

Hut happier far, who comfort those that wait 
To hear plain truth at Judah’s hallow’d gate : 

Their language simple, as their manners meek, 

No shining oriiameuts have they to seek ; 

Nor labour they, nor time, nor talents, waste, 

In sorting flowers to suit a fickle taste ; 

Hut, while they speak the wisdom of the skies, 

Which art can only darken and disguise. 

The abundant harvest, recompense Divine, 

Repays their work — the gleaning only mine. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

Invocation to Charity — Social ties — Tribute to the humanity of 
captain Cooh — TIis Character contrasted with that of Cort(v,,’tIii> 
concjiienir of Mcxico—IVijradation of Spain — Purpose of com- 
merce - Gifts of art — The slave-trade and slavery— Slavery iia- 
natnral and unchristian— The duty of abating the woesof that’stjitp, 
and of enlightening the mind of the slave, enforced — ApoRtropln; 
to Liberty -Charity of Howard — Pursuits of philosophy— lle-isoii 
learns nothing aright without the lamp or Revelation — True 
charity the olYspring of Divine truth— Supposed case of a iiliiid 
nation anil an optician— Portrait of Charity — Reauty of tlic 
Apostle’s definition of it — Alma as the means of lulling conscience 
— I’rido and ostentation motives of charit y— Character of satire— 
True cliarity inculcated — Christian charity should beunivcr%al— 
Happy effects that w ould result from universal charity. 


Qua nihil majus melinsve terris 
Fata donavere, honique divi ; 

Nec dabunt, quamvis redoant in aurum 
Tempera priscum. 

UOU. LIU. IV. ODK 3 . 

Fairest and foremost of the train that wait 
On man’s most dignified and happiest state, 
Whether we name thee Charity or LoYeV" 

Chief gracg below, and all in all above, ^ 

Prosper (I ^ress thee with a powerful plea) 

A task I venture on, impell’d by th9e ; 

Oh never seen bnt in thy blest cfiects. 

Or A'lt hut Ml the roul that Heaven selects; 

Who sc'eks to praise tliee, and to make thee know n 
To other hearts, must have tin e in his own. 

Come, prompt me with benevolent desires, 

Teach me to kindle at thy gentle fires, 

And, though disgraced and slighted, to redeem 
A poet’s name, by making thee the theme. 
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God, working ever on a social plan, 

Py various ties attaches man to man : 

He made at first, though free and unconfined, 

One man the common father of the kind ; 

That every tribe, though placed as he sees best, 
Wiierc seas or deserts part them from the rest, 
Difi’ering in language, manners, or in face, 

Might feel themselves allied to all the race. 

When Cook — lamented, and with tears as just 
As ever mingled with heroic dust — 

Steer’d Britain’s oak into a w^rld unknown, 

And in his country’s glory sought his own, 

M licreverhe found man, to nature true, 

The rights of man were sacred in his view ; 

He soothed with gifts and greeted with a smile, 

The simple native of the new-found isle ; 

He spurn’d the wretch that slighted or withstood 
The tender argument of kindred blood ; 

Nor would endure that any should control 
His freeborn brethren of the southern pole. 

But, though some nobler minds a law respect. 

That none shall with impunity neglect, 

In baser souls unnumber’d evils meet, 

To thwart its innuence, and its end defeat. 

While Cook is loved for savage lives lie saved, 

Sl'l* Cortez odious for a world enslaved ! 

Wliere wast thou then, sweet Charity ? where then. 
Thou tutelary friend of helpless men ? 

Wast thou in monkish cells and imimeries found. 

Or building hospitals on English ground ? 

No. — Mammon makes the world his legatee 
Through fear, not love; and Heaven abhors the fee. 
Wherever found, (and all men need thy care,) 

Nor age nor infancy could find thee there. 

The hand that slew till it could slay no more 
Was glued to the sword-liilt with Indian gore. 

Their prince as justly seated on his throne 
As vain imperial Philip on his own. 

Trick’d out of all his royalty by art. 

That stripp’d him bare, and broke bis honest heart, 
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Died, by the sentence of a shaven p^es^ 

For scorning what they taugl}.t him to detest. 
How dark the veil that intercepts the blaze 
Of Heaven’s mysterious purposes and ways ! 

God stood not, tiumgli he seem’d to stand, aloof ; 
And at this hour the conqueror feels the proof ; 
The wreath lie won drew down an instant curse, 
The fretting plague is in the public purse, 

The canker’d spoil corrodes the pining state, 
Starv’d by that indolence their minds create. 

Oh could their ancient Incas rise again, 

How would they take ufl Israel’s taunting strain ! 
Art thou too fallen, Iberia ? Do we sec 
The robber and the murderer w'eak as we ? 

Thon, that hast M'asted earth, and dared despise 
Alike the wrath and mercy of tlie skies. 

Thy pomp is in the grave, thy glory laid 
Ijow in the pits thine avarice has made. 

We come with joy from our eternal rest, 

To see the oppressor in his turn oppress’d. 

Art thou the god, tl.e thunder of whose hand 
Uoll’d over all our desolated laud, 

Shook principalities and kingdoms down, 

And made the mountains tremble at his frown ? 
The sword shall light upon thy boasted powers, 
And waste them, as thy sword has wasted ours. 
*Tis thus Omnipotence his law fulfils. 

And vciigeanee executes what justice wills. 

Again— the band of commerce was design'd 
To associate all the branches of mankind ; 

And if a boundless plenty be tlie robe, 

Trade is tlie golden girdle of the globe. 

Wise to promote whatever end he means, 

God opens fruitful Nature’s various scenes : 
Each climate needs what other climes produce. 
And offers something to the general use j 
No land but listens to the common call, 

And in return receives supply from all. 

This genial intercourse, and mutual aid. 

Cheers what were else a universal shade, 
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Calls nature from her ivy-niantled den, 

Aiul softens human roek-work into men. 

Iiij^enious Art, with her expressive face, 

Steps forth to fashion and refine the race ; 

Not only fills necessity’s demand, 

JJiit overcharges her capacious hand : 

C tpiicious taste itself can crave no more 
Tiian she supplies from her abonndiiii^ store 
She strikes out all that luxury can ask, 

And gains new vigour at her endless task, 
linr’s is the spacious arch, the shapely spire. 

The painter’s pencil, and thei)oct’s lyre ; 

From her the canvass borrows light and shade. 
And verse, more lasting, hues that never fade. 

She guides the finger o’er the dancing keys, 

(fives dilliculty all the grace of ease, 

And pours a torrent of sweet notes around, 

Fust as the thirsting car can drink the sound. 

'These are the gifts of art; and ai t thrives most 
Where Commerce has enrich’d the busy coast ; 

He catches all improvements in his fiiglit, 

Spreads foreign wonders in his country’s sight, 
Imports what others have invented well, 

And stirs his own to match them, or excel, 

Tis thus, reciprocating each witli each, 
Alternately the nations learn and tcacli ; 

While Providence enjoins to every soul 
A union with tlie vast terraqueous whole. 

Heaven speed the canvass, gallantly unfurl’d 
To furnish and accommodate a world, 

To give the pole the produce of the sun, 

Aiul knit the unsocial cliinafes into one. 

Soft airs and gentle heavings of the wave 
Impel the licet, whose errand is to save, 

'To succour wasted regions, and replace 
'fhe smile of opulence in sorrow s face. 

Let nothing adverse, nothing unforeseen, 

Impede the hark that plougl.s the deep serene, 
Cliarged with a freight transcending in its worth 
The gems of India, Nature's rarest birth, 
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That flies, like Gabriel on his Lord's commands, 
A herald of God’s love to pagan lands ; 

But ah ! what wish can prosper, or what prayer, 
For merchants rich in cargoes of despair, 

Who drive a loathsome traffic, gauge, and span, 
And buy the muscles and the bones of man ? 

The tender ties of father, husband, friend. 

All bonds of nature in that moment end ; 

And each endures, while yet he draws his breath, 
A stroke as fatal as the scythe of death. 

The sable warrior, frantic with regret 
Of her he loves, and never can forget. 

Loses in tears the far-receding shore. 

But not the thought that they must meet no more 
D<*prived of her and freedom at a blow. 

What has he left that he can yet forego ? 

Yes, to deep sadness sullenly resign’d. 

He feels his body's bondage in his mind ; 

Puts off his generous nature ; and, to suit 
Ilis manners with his fate, puts on the hrule. 

Oh most degrading of all ills that wait 
On man, a mourner in his best estate ! 

All other sorrows virtue may endure, 

And find submission more than half a cure ; 

Grief is itself a racdicine, and bestow’d 
To improve the fortitude that bears the load, 

To teach the wanderer, as his woes increase, 

The path of wisdom, all whose paths are peace ; 
But slavery 1 — Virtue dreads it as her grave ; 
Patience itself is meanness in a slave ; 

Or, if the will and sovereignly of God 
Bid sufler it awhile, and kiss the rod, 

Wait for the dawning of a brighter day, 

And snap the chain the moment when you may. 
Nature imprints upon whate’er we see, 

I’hat has a heart and life in it, Be free ! 

The hearts are charter’d — neither age nor force 
Can quell the love of freedom in a horse : 
lie breaks the cor*l that held him at the rack ; 
And, conscious of an unencumber’d back, 
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Snufts lip the morning air, forgets the rein , 

I.oose liy his forelock and his ample mane ; 
Responsive to the distant neigh he neighs ; 

Nor stops, till, overleaping p,ll delays, 

lie finds the pasture where his fellows graze. 

Canst thou, and honour’d with a Christian 
name, 

Iluy what is woman-born, and feel no shame ? 

'frade in the blood of innocence, and plead 
hxjjedicnce as a warrant for the deed? 

So inny the wolf, whom famine has made bold 
To quit the forest and invade the fold ; 

So may the ruffian, who with^hostly glide. 

Dagger in hand, steals close to your bedside ; 

Not he, but his emergence forced the door, 

Hij found it inconvenient to be poor. 

Has God then given its sweetness to the cane, 

Unless his laws be trampled on — in vain ? 

Haiit a brave world, which cannot yet subsist, 

Unless his right to rule it be dismiss’d? • 

Impudent blasphemy ! So Folly pleads 
And, Avarice being judge, with ease, succeeds. 

But grant the plea, and let it stand for just, 

That man make man his prey, because he must* 

Still there is room for pity to abate 
And soothe the sorrows of so sad a state. 

A Briton knows, or if he knows it not, 

Tlie Scripture placed within his reach, he ought, 
That souls have no discriminating hue. 

Alike important in their Maker’s view ; 

'J’hat none are free from blemish since the fall, 

And love Divine has paid one price for all. 

The wretch that works and weeps without relief 
Has one that notices his silent grief. 

He, from whose hand alone all power proceeds, 
hanks its abuse among the foulest deeds, 

Considers all injustice with a frown ; 

But marks the man that treads his fellow down. 
Begone ! — The whip and bell in that hard hand 
Are hateful ensigns of usurp’d command. 

c 
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Not Mexico could purchase kings a claim 
1 o scourge him, weariness his only blame. 
IJemember, Heaven has ati avenging rod, 

To smite the poor is treasoa against God 1 
Trouble is grudgingly and hardly brook’d 
'Vhily lit'.*’s subVmiest j<»ys are overlook'd : 

We wander o'er u sunbiinit tliirsty soil, 

Murtniiring atid weary of our daily toil, 
i'orget to enjoy the palm-tree’s offer’d shade, 

Gr taste the fountain in the neiglibouring glade: 
Idse who would lose, that had the power to impiO\e 
'I’he occasion of transmuting fear to love ? 

Oh 'tis a godlike privilegi* to save! 

And he that scorns it is himself a slave. 

Inform his mind: one Hush of heavenly day 
Would heal his heart, and melt his chains away. 

“ Heauty fur aslies” is a gift indeed. 

And sl;).ves, by truth enlarge I, are doubly freed, 
'j’lien would he say, submissive at thy feet. 

While graiitmtl* and love made service sweet, 

My dear deliverer out of hopeless night, 

Whose bounty bought m.; but to give me light, 

1 was a bond mail on my native plain, 

Sin forged, and ignorance made fast, the chain ; 

Thy lips have sli^d instruction as the dew, 

Taught me what path to shun, and what pursue ; 
Farewell iny formerjoys! I sigh no more 
For Afiie:i's once love«l, henighted shore; 

IServing a benefactor, 1 am free; 

At my best liomc, if not exiled from thee. 

Some men make gain a fv)untain, whence procccus 
A stream of liberal and heroic deeds; 

'J'lie swell of pity, not to be eonlined 
'Within the scaidy limits of the mind. 

Disdains the hank, and throws the golden sands, 

A rich deposit, on the bordeiing lands : 

Tlicsc have an car for his paternal call. 

Who inaUi'S some ri,h fur the snp'ply of all ; 

Cod’s gift with pk-a^mre in his praise employ; 

And Thornton is familiar with the Joy. 
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Oil could I worsliip angnt beneath the skies 
7’hat eai'tlvhas seen, or fancy can devise, 

I'liine altar, sacred Liberty, should stand, 
ihiilt by no mercenary vulgar Iiand 
Witli fragrant turf, and dowers as wild and fair 
As ever dress’d a bank, or scented suniiiier air. 

Duly, as ever on the mountain’s height 
Tiie peep of morning shed a dawning lights 
Again, when evening in her sober vest 
Drew the gray curtain of the fading west, 

!\Iy soul should yield thee willing thanks ^nd praise 
For the chief blessings of my fairest da)s ; 

Hut that were sacrilege — praise is not thine, 
l)Ut His who gave thee, and j)rerervcs tlice mine : 
Else 1 would say, and as I spake hid tly 
A captive bird into the boundless feky. 

This triple realm adores tliee — thou art come 
From Sparta hither, and art here at home. 

We feel thy force still active, at (his hour 
Enjoy immunity from priestly power. 

While coiiscieiicc, happier than in ancient years, 
Owns no superior but the God she fears. 

Propitious spirit ! yet expunge a wrong 
Tliy rights have sulfer’d, and our land, too long. 
Teach mercy to ten thousand hearts, tliat share 
The fears and hopes of a cominercial care. 

Prisons expect tlie wicked, and were built 
To bind the lawless, and to punish guilt ; 

Put shipwreck, cartiKpiake, battle, fire, and uood, 

Arc mighty mischiefs, not to be Avitbstorul ; 

And honest merit stands on slipjiery grouiiil, 

Where covert guile aiul arlifice ahoiind. 

Let just restraint, for public peace design’d, 

(.’haiii up the Avolves and tigers of mankind j 
The foe of virtue has no claim to thcc, 

Put let insolvent innocence go free. 

Patron of else the most despised of men, 

Accept the tribute of a stranger’s pen ; 

V'^erse, like the l-.uirel, its immortal ineetl, 
bhoulil be the guerdon of a noble deed ; 

c 2 
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I may alarm tlieo, but I fear the shame 
(Charity chosen as my theme and aim} 

I must incur, forgetting Howard's name. 

Blest witli all wealth can give thee, to resign 
Joys doubly sweet to feelings quick as thine, 

To quit the bliss tliy rural scenes bestow, 

To seek a i],obk‘r amidst scenes of woe, 

To traverse seas, range kingdoms, and bring 
home, 

Not the proud monuments of Greece or Rome, 

But knowledge such as only dungeons teach, 

And only sympathy like thine could reach ; 

That grief, sequesteu’ed from the public stage, 
Might smooth her feathers, and enjoy her cage ; 
Speaks a divine ambition, and a zeal, 

The boldest patriot might be proud to feel. 

Oh that the voice of clamour and debate, 

That pleads for peace till it disturbs the state, 

Were hush’d in favour of thy generous plea, 

The poor thy clients, and Heaven’s smile ll»y fee ? 

Philosophy, that does not dream or stray, 

Walks arm in arm wdth nature all his way j 
Cdmpasscs earth, dives into it, ascends 
Whatever steep inquiry recommends, 

Sees planetary wonders smoothly roll 
Round other systems under her control, 

Drinks wisdom at the milky stream of light, 

That cheers the silent journey of the night, 

And brings at his return a bosom charged 
With rich instruction, and a soul enlarged. 

The treasured sweets of the capacious plan 
That Heaven spreads wide before the view cf man, 
All prompt his pleased pursuit, and to pursue 
Still prompt him, with a pleasure always now ; 

He too has a connecting power, and dftiws 
Vlan to the centre of the common cause, 

Aiding a dubious and deficient sight 
With a new medium and a purer light. 

All tmth is precious, if not all divine ; 

And what dilates the powers, must needs refine. 
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He reads the skies, and, watching every change. 
Provides the faculties an ampler range ; 

And wins mankind, as his attempts prevail, 

A prouder station on the general scale. 

Put reason still, unless Divinely taught, 

AVhate’er she Jearns, learns nothing as she ought ; 

The lamp of revelation only shows, * 

AVhat human wisdom cannot but oppose. 

That man, in nature’s richest mantle clad, 

And graced with all philosophy can add, 

Tliough fair without, and luminous within. 

Is still the progeny and heir of sin. 

Tluis taught, down falls the plumage of his pride ; • 
lie feels his need of an unerring guide. 

And knows that falling he shall rise no more. 

Unless the power that bade him stand restore. 

This is indeed philosophy ; this known 
Makes wisdom, worthy of the name, his own ; 

And without this, whatever he discuss; 

Whether the space between the stars and us ; 

Whether he measure earth, compute the sea, 

Weigh sunbeams, carve a fly, or spit a flea ; 

Tlie solemn triller with his boasted skill 
'[’oils much, and is a solemn trifler still ; 

Piind was he born, and his misguided eyes 
(irow dim in trifling studies, blind he dies. 
S.'lf-knowledgc truly learn’d of course implies 
Tljc rich possession of a nobler prize; 

Im)!* self to self, and God to man, reveal’d, 

('Fwo themes to nature’s eye for ever seal’d,) 

Are taught by rays, that fly with equal pace 
From the same centre of enlightening grace. 

1 Il'I’c stay thy foot ; how copious and how clear, 

The o’erfiowing well of Charity springs here ! 

Hark ! ’tis the music of a thousand rills. 

Some through the groves, some down the sloping hills, 
Winding a secret or an open course. 

And all supplied from an eternal source. 

'I'lie ties of nature do but feebly bind, 

And commerce partially reclaims, mankind ; 
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Philosophy, -without his heiivenly guide, 

May blow up self-conceit, and nourish pride; 

But, -while his province is the reasoning part, 

Has still a veil of midnight on his heart : 

'Tis truth Divine, exhibited on earth. 

Gives Charity her being and her birth. 

Suppose (when thought is warm and fiincy flows, 
What will not argument sometimes suppose?) 

An isle possess’d by creatures of our kind. 

Endued wi;li reason, yet b)*^ nature blind. 

Let supposition lend her aid once more. 

And land some grave optician on the shore : 

He claps his lens, if haply they may see. 

Close to the part where vision ought to be ; 

But finds that, tliough his tubes assist the sight. 
They cannot give it, or make daikness light. 

He reads wise lectures, and describes aloud 
A sense they know not to wondering crowd ; 
He talks of light and the prismatic hues. 

As men of depth in erudition use ; 

But all hf* gains for his harangue is — Well, 

What monstrous lies some travellers will tell ! 

The soul, whose siglit all-quickening grace 
rencM's, 

Takes the rcscuiiblance of the good she views. 

As diamonds stripped of their opaque disguise. 
Reflect the noonday glory of the skies. 

She speaks of him, her Author, (Guardian, Friend, 
Whose love knew no begiiming, knows no end. 

In language warm as all that love inspires; 

And, in the glow of her intense desires. 

Pants to communicate In-r no])le fires. 

She sees a world stark blind to what employs 
Her eager thought, and feeds her flowing juys ; 
Though wisdom liail tliein, heedless of lu r call, 
FlivS to save some, and feels a pang for all ; 

He rselfas weak as her support is strong, 

She feels that frailly she lienied so long; 

And, from her knowledge of lier own disease, 
Learns to compassionate the sick she sees. 
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Hc’re sec, acquitted cf all rain pretence, 

'J'lie reign of genuine Charity commence. 

'I liouph scorn repay her sympathetic tears, 

She still is kind, and still she perseveres ; 

The truth she loves a sigluless world hlasplieme, 

’ ( is childish dotage, a delirious dream 1 
'I'he danger they discern not they deny ; 

Laugh at their only remedy, aiitf die. 

L'uf .still a soul thus touch’d can never cease, 
^Vhoever threatens war, to s|)caU of peace. 

Ihire in her aim, and in her Umper mild. 

Her wisdom seems the weakness of a child : 
she makes excuses where she might coitdeinn, 
Ih'viltd by those that hate her. prajs for them 
>:< [)icion lurks not in her arfh ss breast, 

Toe worst suggesti d .she believes the be.<.t ; 

Xot soon provoked, however stung and teaShd, 

And, if perhaps made angry, soon appens('d ; 

She rather waves than will dispute her right; 

And, injured, makes forgiveness her delight. 

Such was the po trait an apostle drew, 

The bright original was one lie knew ; 

Heaven held his hand, the likeness must be 
true. 

When one, that bolds comrAnnion with the skies, 
ITis fill’d his urn where the^e pure waters ri.se, 

And once more mingles with ns meaner things, 

'Tis e’en as if an angel shook his wings; 

Immortal fragrance fills the circuit wide, 

Tliat tells us whence his treasures are supplied. 

N) when a ship, well freighted with the stores 
I'he sun matures on India’s .‘^picy shores, 
las dropp'd her anchor, and her canva.-^.s fm-l’d 
111 sonic safe haven of our wetteru world, 

Twere vain inquiry to what port she went. 

Hie gale informs ns, laden with the scent. 

Some seek, when queasy conscience ha.s its qralms 
fo lull the painful malady with alms: 
hit charity not feign’d intends alone 
Another’s good — 'their’s centres in their own ; 
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And, two short-lived to reach the realms of peace, 
Must cease for ever when tlife poor shall cease. 
Flavia, most tender of her own good name, 

Is rather careless of her sister’s fame : 

Her superfluity the poor supplies, 

Kilt, if slie touch a character, it dies. 

The seeming virtue weigh’d against the vice, 

She derms all safe, fbr she has paid the price : 

No charity but alms aught values she, 

Except in porcelain on her mantle-tree. 

How many deeds, with which the world has rung. 
From pride, in league with ignorance, has sprung I 
But God o’errules all human follies still, 

And bends the tough materials to his will. 

A conflagration, or a wintry flood, 

Has left some hundreds without home or food ; 
ExtravagaJhce and avarice shall subscribe. 

While fame and self-complacence are the bribe. 
The brief proclaim’d, it visits every pew, 

But first the squire’s, a compliment but due : 

With slow deliberation he unties 

His glittering purse, that envy of all eyes! 

And, wliile the clerk just puzzles out the psalm, 
Slides guinea behind guinea in his palm ; 

Till finding, what he might have found before, 

A smaller piece amidst the precious store, 

I’inch’d close between his finger and his thumb, 

He half exhibits, and then drops the sum. 

Gold, to be sure ! — Throughout tlie town ’tis told 
How the good squire gives never less than gold. 
From motives such as his, though not the best, 
Springs in due time supply for the distress’d ; 

Not less efiectual than what love bestows. 

Except that ofiice clips it as it goes. 

But lest I seem to sin against a friend, 

And wound the grace I mean to recommend, 
(Though vice derided with a just design 
Implies no trespass against love Divine,) 

Once more I would adopt the graver style, 

A teacher should be sparing of his smile. 
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TnTcs^ a love of virtue light the flame, 

Satire is, more than those he brands, to blame j 

He hides behind a magisterial air 

Ilis ow n offences, and strips others bare ; 

Af ects indeed a most humane concern, 

Tliat men, if gently tutor’d, Avill not learn ; 

Tliat mulish folly, not to be reclaim’d 
lly softer methods, must be made ashamed ; 

Ihit (1 might instance in St. Patrick’s dean) 

Too often rails to gratify his spleen. 

Most satirists are indeed a public scourge ; 

Their mildest physic is a farrier’s purge ; 

Their afcrid temper turns, as soon as stirr'd, 

The milk of their good purpose all to curd. 

Their zeal begotten, as their works rehearse. 

By lean despair upon an empty purse, 

The wild assassins start into the street. 

Prepared to poniard whomsoe’er they meet. 

No skill in swordmanship, however just, 

Cun be secure against a madman’s tlirust; 

And even virtue, so unfairly match’d, 

Although immortal, may be prick’d or scratcli’d. 

When scandal has ncAV minted an old lie, 

Or tax’d invention for a fresh supply, 

'Tis call’d a satire, and the world appears 
Oathering around it with erected ear’s : 

A thousand names are toss’d into the crowd ; 

Some whisper’d softly, and some twang’d aloud ; 

Just as the sapience of an author’s brain 
Suggests it safe or dangerous to be plain. 

Strange ! how the frequent interjected dash 
Quickens a market, and helps off the trash ; 

The important letters, that include the rest, 

Serve tis a key to those that are suppress’d : 

Conjecture gripes the victims in his paw, 

The world is charm’d, and Scrib escapes the law. 

So, when the cold damp shades of night prevail, 
Worms may be caught by either head or tail ; 

Forcibly draAvii from many a close recess, 

They meet 'with little pity, no redress ; 
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Plunged in the stream, they lodge upon the mud, 
Food for the famish’d rovers of the flood. 

All zeal for a reform, that gives offence 
To peace and charity, is mere pretence : 

A bold remark ; but M'liich, well applied. 

Would humble many a towering poet’s pride. 
Perhaps the man wao iu a sportive fit, 

And had no other play-phice for his wit ; 

Perhaps, enchanted with the love of fame, 

He sought the jewel in his neighbour’s shame; 
Perhaps — whatever end he might pursue. 

The cause of virtue could not he Ids view. 

At every stroke wit flashes in our eyes ; 

The turns are quick, the polish’d points sjirprise, 
Hut shine with ciand and trcmemlous charms, 

That, while they please, possess us with alarms; 

So have I seen, (and hasten’d to the sight 
On all the wings of holiday delight,) 

Where stands that monument of ancient power, 
Named with emphatic dignity, the Tower, 

Guns, halbcTts, swords, and pistols, great and small, 
In starry forms disposed upon the wall : 

We wonder, as we gsizing staiul below, 

That brass and steel sliouhl make so fine a show ; 
Hut, though wc praise the exact designer’s skill, 
Account them implements of mischief still. 

No works shall find acceptance in that day 
When all di.sgui.scs shall be rent away. 

That square not Inily with the Scripture ])bn,* 

Nor spring from love to God, or love to man. 

As he ordains things sordid iu their birth 
To be resolved into their parent earth ; 

And, though the soul shall seek superior orbs, 
^^'hate’er this world produces, it absorbs; 

So self starts nothing, but wbat tends apace 
Home to the goal, where it began the race. 

Snell as our motive is our aim must he ; 

If this be servile, that can ne’er he free ; 

If self employ ii.s, whatsoe’er is w rought. 

We glorify that self, not Him we ought: 
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Such virfucs had need prove their own reward, 
,Tbe Judge of all men owes them no rt gard. 

True Charity, a plant divinely imrsecl, 

Fed by the love from which it rose at first, 

Thrives against hope, and, in the nulest scene, 
Storms but enliven its unfading green; 

I'^xnberant is the shadow it supplies,* 

Its fruit on earth, its growth above the skies. 

To look at Him, who form’d ns and redi em‘d, 

So glorious now, thougli once«so dise.steyru'd ; 

To see a God stretch forth his human hand. 

To uphold the boundless seines of his eoinmand ; 
To recollect that, in a form like otirs. 

He bruised beneath his feet the infernal powers, 

Captivity led captive, rose to claim 

The wreath he won so dearly in our name ; 

'J'hat, thron’d above all Indglit, he condescends 
To call the few that trust in him his friends ; 

That, in the heaven of heavens, that space ho 
deems 

Too scanty for the exertions of his beams, 

And shines, as if impatient to bestow 
Life and a kingdom upon worms below; 

TImt sight imparts a never-d}ing ilamo. 

Though feeble in degree, in kind the same. 

Jake him the soul, thus kindled fnmi above, 

Spreads wide her arms of universal h»Y<‘; 

And, still enlarged as she receives the grace, 
Iiiehules creation in her close embrace, 
llchold a Christian! — and without the fiiv-S 
The founder of that name alone ins[)ires, 

Thougli all accomplishment, all knowledge meet, 
'I’o make the shining prodigy complete, 

Whoever boasts that name —behold a cheat! 

Were love, in these the world’s last doting years, 
As frequent as the want of it appears. 

Tile churches warm’d, they would no longer hold 
Such frozen figures, stiff as they arc cold ; 

Relenting forms would lose (heir power, or cease; 
And e’en the dipp’d and sprinkled live in peace: 
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Each heart would quit its prison in the breast, 
And flow in free communion with the rest. 

The statesman, skill’d in projects dark and deep, 
Might burn his useless Machiavel, and sleep , 

His budget, often {ill’d, yet always poor, 

Might swing at ease behind his study door, 

No longer prey qpon our annual rents, 

Or scare the nation with its big contents : 
Disbanded legions freely might depart, 

And slaying man would*cease to be an art. 

No l<farued disputants would take the field, 

Sure not to conquer, and sure not to yield ; 

Both sides deceived, if rightly understood, 
Pelting each other for the public good. 

Did Charity prevail, the press would prove 
A vehicle of virtue, truth, and love ; 

And I might spare myself the pains to show 
What few can learn, and all suppose they know. 
Thus have I sought to grace a serious lay 
With many a wild, indeed, but flowery spray, 

In hopes to gain, what else I must have lost,' 
The attention pleasure has so much engross’d. 
But if unhappily deceived I dn^ain, 

And prove too weak for so divine a theme, 

Let Charity forgive me a mistake. 

That zeal, not vanity, has chanced to make, 

And spare the poet for his subject’s sake. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

In conversation much depends on culture — Its results frequently 
iiisi^Miiflcaut — Indecent langiiuge and oaths reprobated — The 
a'ltlior's dislike of the clash of arguments — The noisy wrangler — 
IluHius an example of indecision — The positive pronounce with- 
out hesitation — The point of honour condemned — Duelling with 
(Ms instead of weapons proposed — Effect of long tales — The 
retailer of prodigies and lies — Qualities of a jndicious tale— Smok- 
i;ii; condemned— The emphatic speaker— The ])erfumcd bean — 
The grave eoxcomb— Sickruss made a topic of conversation— 
Picture of a fretful temper— 'Hie bashftil sneaker — An English 
company — The sportsman — Influence of fashion on conversation 
—Eon verse of the two disciples going to Emmaus—Delights of 
religious conversation — Age m^lows the speech — True piety 
oficii branded as fanatic frenzy— 1*1 ensure of communion w itli llto 
good -Conversation sliouM be unconstrained — Persons who make 
flic Bible their companion, charged with hypocrisy by tlie world — 
'I’lio charge repelled — 'I’he poet »<arca.stically siirmises that liia 
censure of tlie world may proceed from ignorance of itsireformed 
mamiers — An apology for digression — Religion purilies and 
enriches conversation. 


Nam ncque me tantum venientis sibilus austri, 
Nec peren.'sa juvant fluctu tarn litora, nee qu» 
Saxo^as inter dccurrunt llumina valles. 

VIHO. KCL. V. 

Tiiouuii nature weigh our talents, and dispense 
1 o every man liis mo^ficum of sense, 

And Conversation in its better part 
May be esteem’d a gift, aud not an art, 

Yet much depends, as in the tillers toil, 

On culture, and the sowing of the soil. 

Words learn’d by rote a parrot may rehearse, 
Hut talking is not always to converse.; 

Not more distinct from harmony divine, 

The constant creaking of a country sign. 



78 


CONVERSATION. 


As alphabets in ivory employ. 

Hour after lioiir, the yet unletter’d hoy, 

Sorting and puzzling with a deal of glee 
Those seeds of science call’d his a n c; 

So language in the mouths of the adull, 

V/itness its insignificant result, 

Too often pi’oves an impli iiient of play, 

A toy to sport with, and pass lime away. 

Collect at evening what the day brought forth, 
Com[)ress the sum into its solid worth. 

And if it weigh the importance of a fly, 

The scales are false, or algebra a lie. 

Sacred iutei prcter of human thought. 

How few respect or use thee as they ought I 
Hut all shall give account of every wrong. 

Who dare dishonour or defile the tongue; 

Who prostitute it in the cause of vice, 

Or sell their glory at a market-price; 

AVho vote for hire, or point it wilii lampoon, , 

The dear-bought placeman, and the clu-ap Imffoon. 

There is a pruriejjce in the speech of some, 

Wrath stays him, or else (|od would strike them dumb: 
His wif-c iorbearance bas their end in view, 

^They fill tbcir measur.*, and receive their due. 

The iicathen lawgivers of ancient days, 

Names almost worthy of a Chiistian’s praise, 

Would drive them forth from the resort of men, 

And shut up every satyr in his den. 

Oh come not ye near iui ocence and truth. 

Ye worms that eat into the Inul of jouth ! 

Infectious as impure, your blighting power 
Taints in its rudiments the promised tknver; 

Its odotir perish’d and its charming hue. 

Thenceforth ’tis hateful, for it smells of you. 

N(it e’en the vigorous and headlong rage 
Of adoleseence, or a firmer age, 

AfTi-rds a plea allowable or just 

For making speech the pamperer of lust: 

Hut when The I reaih of age commits the fault, 

*Tis nauseous as the vai>our of a vault. 
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?o wither’d stumps disgrace the sylvan scene, 
longer fruitful, aud no longer green ; 

The sapless w’ood, divested of the bark, 

Grows fungous, and takes fire at ever}* spark.*^ ^ 

I Oaths terminate, as Paul observes, all strife ~ 

Some men have surely then a peaceful life ! 

A\ hatever subject occupy discourse, 

The feats of Vestris, or the naval force, 

Asseveration blustering in your fiice 
Makes contradiction such a hopeless case : 

In every tale they tell, or false or true, 

AVell known, or such as no man ever knew. 

They fix attention, heedless of your pain. 

With oaths like rivets forced into the brain; 

And e’en when sober truth prevails throughout, 

Tl'.ey swear it, till affirmance breeds a doubt, 

A Persian, humble servant of the sun, 

^^'ho, though devout, yet bigotry had none, 

Hearing a lawyer, grave in bis address, 

'With adjurations every word impress, 

Supposed the man a l)ishoj>, or at least, 

God’s name so much upon liis lips, a priest; 
llow’d at the close with all bis graceful airs, 

And begg’d an interest in bis freqiient prayers. 

(jfo, (piit the rank to wbieh ye stood preferr’d, 
lloncefortb associate in one conmion herd; 

Keligion, virtue, reason, common sense, 

Ih’onounce your liuman form a false pretence : 

A mere disguise, in wliich a devil lurks, 

Who yet betrays bis secret by bis works. ■ 

Ye powers who rule the tongue, if such there are, 
A..nd make colhxiuial happiness your care, 

Preserve me from the thing I dread and hate, 

A duel in the form of a debate. 

'Die clash of arguments and jar of words, 

Worse than the mortal blunt of rival swords, 

Decide no question with their bdious length, 

Por opposition gives opinion strcMigth, 

Divert the champions prodigal of breath, 

4nd put the peaceably disposed to deatli. 
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Oh thwart me not, sir Soph, at every turn. 

Nor cai-p at every flaw you may discern ; 

Though syllogisms hang not on my tongue, 

1 am not surely always in the wrong ; 

*Tis hard if all is false that I advance, 

A fool must now and then be right by chance, 
Not that all freedom of dissent 1 blame ; 

No— there I grant the privilege I claim. 

A disputable point is no man’s ground ; 

Rove where you please, ’tis common all around. 
Discourse may want an animated — No, 

'I’o brush the surface, and to make it flow ; 

But still remember, if you mean to please, 

To press your point with modesty and ease. 

The mark, at which my juster aim I take, 

Is contradiction for its own dear sake. 

Set your opinion at whatever pitch, 

Knots and impediments make soniethhig hitch ; 
Adopt his own, 'tis equally in vain, 

Your thread of argument is snapp’d again ; 

The wrangler, rather than accord with you, 

Will judge himself deceived, and prove it too. 
Vociferated logic kills me quite, 

A noisy man is always in the right, 

I twirl my thumbs, fall back into my chair, 

Fix oil the wainscot a distressful stare, 

And, Avhen I hope his blunders are all out, 

Reply discreetly — To he sure — no doubt ! 

DaniiJs is such a scrupulous good man — 

Yes — you may catch him tripping, if you can. 
He wouhl not, with a peremptory tone, 

Assert the nose upon his face his own ; 

With hesitation admirably slow. 

He humbly hopes — presumes — it may he so. 

His evidence, if he were call’d by law. 

To swear to some enormity he saw. 

For, want of prominence and just n lief. 

Would liang an honest man and save a thief. 
Through constant dread of giving truth olTcncc, 
He ties up all his hearers in suspense j 
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Knows what he knows as if he knew it not ; 

Wliat he remembers seems to have forgot ; 

Ilis sole opinion, whatsoe’er befall. 

Centring at last in having none at all. 

Yet, though he tease and balk your listening car, 

He makes one useful point exceeding clear ; 

Howe’er ingenious on his darling theme 
A sceptic in philosopliy may seem, 

IJeduced to practice, his beloved rule 
Would only prove him a consummate fool ; 

Useless in him alike both brain and speech. 

Fate having placed all truth above his reach. 

Ills ambiguities bis total sum. 

He miglit as well be blind, and deaf, and dumb. 

Where men of judgment creep and feel their way 
1’hc positive pronounce without dismay ; 

Their want of light and intellect supplied 
Hy sparks absurdity strikes out of pride. 

Without the means of knowing right from -Wrong, 
Tliey always are decisive, clear, and stn^g. 

Where others toil with philosophic forCe^ 

Their nimble nonsense takes a shorter course ; 
Flings at your liead conviction in the lump, 

And gains remote conclusions at a jump : 

Tlic'ir own defect, invisible to them. 

Seen in another, they at once condemn 
And, though self-idolised in every case 
Hate their own likeness in a brother’s face. 

The cause is plain, and not to be denied, 

'Fhe proud are alw.ays most provoked by pride. 

Few competitions but engender spite ; 

And those the most, where iieitlier has a right. 

The point of honour has l;eeii deem’d of use. 

To teach good manners, and to curb abuse : 

Admit it true, the consequence is clear, 

Our polish’d manners are a mask we wear. 

And at tlie bottom barbarous still and rude ; 

Wc are restrain’d indeed, but not subdued. 

'Fhe very remedy, however sure. 

Springs from the mischief it intends to cure. 
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And savage in its principle appears, 

Tried, as it should be, by the fruit it bears. 

*Tis hard, indeed, if nothing will defend 
Mankind from quarrels but their fatal end : 

That now and then a hero must decease, 

That the surviving world may live in peace. 
Perhaps at last close scrutiny may show 
'J'he practice dastardly, and mean, and low ; 

That men engage in it compell’d by force ; 

And fear, not courage, is its proper source. 

The fear of tyrant custom, and the fear 

Lest fops should censure us, and fools should sneer. 

At least to trample on our Maker’s laws, 

And hazard life for any oi no cause. 

To rush into a fix’d eternal state 
Out of the very tlames of .rage and hate. 

Or send another shivering to the bar 
With all the guilt of such unnatural war, 

Whatever use may urge or honour plead. 

On reason’s verdict is a madman’s deed. 

Am 1 to set my life upon a throw, 

Because a bear is rude and surly ? No — 

A moral, sensible, and well-bred man 
Will not affront me, and no other can. 

Were I empower’d to regulate the lists. 

They should encounter with well loaded fists : 

A Trojan combat Mould be something new. 

Let Darks beat Entki.ujs black and blue; 

Then each might show, to his admiring friends. 

In honourable bunq-s his rich am<'nds. 

And carry, in contusions of bis skull, 

A satisfactory receipt in full. 

A story, in which native Iminour reigns, 

Ts often useful, always cutertaiiis : 

A graver fact, enlisted on your side, 

May furnish illustration, w'cll applied; 

But sedentary weavers of long tales 
Qive me the lidgel.s, and luy patience faiU-. 

' J'is the most asinine employ on earth, 

To hear tln-'m tell of pareuuvge and birth. 
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And echo conversations dull and dry, 

Embellished with— He said, — and, So said I. 

At every interview their route the same, 

The repetition makes attention lame : 

AVe l)u>tle up with unsuccessful speed. 

And in the saddest part cry — Droll indeed! 

Tiie path of narrative witJi care pursue, 

Still making probability your clue; 

On all the vestiges of truth attend, 

And let them guide you to a decent end. 

Of all ambitions man may entertain, 

The worst that can invade a sickly^ brain. 

Is that which angles hourly for surprise. 

And baits its hook with pr^igies pjad lies. 

(hvdnlous infancy, or age as weak, 

Are fittest auditors for such to seek, 

Wlio to please others will themselves disgrace. 

Yet jilease ird, hut atVront you to yotor face. 

A |ireat retailer of this curious ware. 

Having unloaded and made many stare, 

(.’an this be true ? an arcli observer cries; 

Y('s, (ratlier moved,) I saw it with these eyes I 
Sir ! I believe it on tliut ground alone ; 

I could not, had I seen it with my own. 

A tale should he ju^licious, clear, succinct ; 

The language plain, and incidents well linked; 

Tell not as new what everybody knows, 

Aiid, new or old, still hasten to a close; 

There, centring in a focus round and neat, 

Let all your im>s of information meet. 

^Vhat neither yields ns profit nor delight 
L like a nurse’s lullahy at night; 
tiny carl of Warwick and fair Mleanore. 

Or giant-killing Jack would please me more. 

The pipe, with solemn interposing puff, 

Makes half a sentence at a time enough ; 

'rile dozing sages drop the drowsy strain, 

'I'lien pause, and pmlf — and speaks, and pause again. 
Hucli often, like the tube they so admire, 

Important triflers! have more smoke than fire. 
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Pernicious weed ! wliosc scent the fair annoys, 
Unfriendly to society’s chief joys, 

TJiy worst effect is banishing for hours 
The sex whose presence civilizes ours ; 

Thou art indeed the drug a gardener u ants 
To poison vermin that infest his plants ; • 

But are we so to wit and beauty blind 
As to despise the glory of our kind, 

And show the softest miuds and fairest forms 
As little mercy as he grubs and w’orms ; 

They dare not wait the riotous abuse 
Thy thirst-creating steams at length produce, 
When Avine has given indecent language birth, 
And forced the floodgates of licentious mirth ; 

For sea-horn Venus her attachment shows 
StiM to tliat element from which she rose. 

And, with a fpiiet which no fumes disturb, 

Sips meek infusions of a milder herb. 

T]i(‘ cniiduitic speaker dearly loves to oppose. 
In contact inconvenient, nose to nose, 

As if the gnomon on his neighbour’s phiz. 
Touch’d witli the magnet, had attracted his. 

Ills Avhisper’d theme, <lihited and at large, 

Proves after all a wind-gun’s airy charge, 

An extract of his diary— no moifc 
A tasteless journal of the day before. 

He walk’d abroad, o’ertaken in the rain, 

Call’d on a friend, drank tea, shipp’d lioine again, 
Besuiiied liis purpose, had a world of talk 
With one he stumbled on, and lost his walk, 

I interrupt him Avith a sudden how. 

Adieu, dear sir ! lest you should lose it iioav. 

I cannot talk Avith civet in the room, 

A line puss gentleman that's all perfume; 

The sight’s enough — no need to smell a beau — 
Who tlirusts his head into a raree-shoAv ? 

His odoriferous attempts to please 
Perhaps might prosper Avith a SAvarm of bees ; 

But we that make no honey, though we sting, 
Poets, are sometimes apt to maul the thing. 
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’Tis wrong to bring into a mixed ve?ort. 

What makes some sick, and others a-la-mort, 

An argument of cogence, we may say, 

Why such a one shon\d keep himself away. 

A graver coxcomb we may sometimes see, 

Quite as absurd, though not so light as he : 

A shallow brain behind a serious mask, 

An oracle within an empty cask, 

'fhe solemn fop ; significant and budge ; 

A fool with judges, amongst fools a judge. 

He says but little, and that little said 
Owes all its w’eight, like loaded dice, to lead, 

His wit invites you by his looks to come, 

Hut when you knock it never is at home • 

’Tis like a parcel sent you by the stage, 

Some handsome present, as your hopes presage ; 

’Tis heavy, bulky, and -bids fair to prove 
An absent friend’s fidelity and love, 

Hut when unpack’d your disappointment groans 
To find it stuff’d with brickbats, earth, and stones. 

Some men employ their health, an ugly trick, 

Tn making known how oft they have been sick, 

And give ns, in recitals of disease, 

A doctor’s trouble, but without the fees ; 

Helate how many weeks they k<*pt their bed, 

IIow an emetic or cathartic sped ; 

Nothing is slightly touch’d, much less forgot, 

Nose, ears, and eyes seem present on the spot. 

Now the distemper, spite of draught or pill. 

Victorious seem’d, and now the doctor’s skill; 

And now — alas, for unforeseen mishaps ! 

They put on a damp nightcap and relapse ; 

They thought they must have died, they were so had ; 
Their peevish hearers almost w'ish they had. 

Some fretful tempers wince at every touch, 

You always do too little or too much ; 

You speak with life, in hopes to entertain, 

Your elevated voice goes through the brain ; 

You fall at once into a lower key. 

That’s worse — the drone-pipe of an humblebec. 
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The southern sash admits too strong a light, 

You rise and drop the curtain — now *tis night. 
He shakes with cold— you stir the fire and strive 
To make a blaze — that’s roasting him alive. 
Serve him with venison, and he chooses fish ; 
With sole — that’s just the sort he would not wish. 
He takes what he at first profess’d to loathe, 

And in due time feeds heartily on both; 

Yet still, o’erclouded with a constant frown, 

He does not swallow, but he gulps it <lown. 

Your hope to please him vain >n every p’an, 
Himself should work that wonder, if he can — 
Alas ! his efibrts double liis distress. 

He likes yours little, and his own still less. 

Thus always teasing others, always tensed. 

His only pleasure is to be displeased. 

I pity bashful men, who feel the pain 
Of fancied scorn and imdecerved disdain. 

And bear the marks upon a blushing face 
Of needless shame and self-imposed disgrace. 

Our sensibilities are so acute, 

The fear of being silent makes us mute. 

We sometimes think we could a speech produce 
Much to the ptirposc. if our tongiu's were loose j 
Hut, being tried, it dies upon the lip, 

Faint as a chicken’s note that has the pip; 

Our wasted oil unprofitably burns. 

Like hidden lamps in old sepulchral urns. 

Few Frenchmen of this evil have complain’d; 

It seems as if we Britons w'crc ordain’d, 

By way of wholesome curb upon our pride, 

To fear each other, fearing none beside. 

The cause perhaps iinjuiry may descry, 
Self-searching with an introNcrted eye, 

Conceal’d within an unsuspected part 
The vainest corner of our own vain heart : 

For ever aiming at the world’s esteem, 

Our self-ijuportance ruins its own scheme ; 

In other eyes our talents rarely shown, 

Become at length so splendid in our own, 
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\Ve dare not risk them into public view, 

Lest they miscarry of what seems their due. 

"J’rue modesty is a discerning grace, 

And only blushes in the proper place ; 

i^it counterfeit is blind, and skulks through fear, 

V» here ’tis a shame to be ashamed to appear ; 
Humility the parent of the first, 

'I'he last by vanity produced and nursed. 

The circle form’d, we sit iu silent state, 

Juke figures drawn upon a dial-plate; 

^’es, ma’am, and No, ma’am, utter'd softly, show 
l‘]\;ery five minutes liow the minutes go; 

Iv.ich individual, sulT’ering a constraint 
Poetry may, but colours cannot, paint; 

And, if in close committee on the sky, 

Ifeports it hot or cold, or wet or dry ; 

And finds a changing clime a happy source 
or wise reflection and w'cll-tiined discourse. 

We next inquire, hut softly and by stealth, 

Juke conservators of the public health, 

Of epidemic throats, if such there are, 

And coughs, and rln urns, and phthisic, and catarrh, 
Tliat tlieine exhausted, a wide cluusm ensuef;, 

Kill’d up at last with interesting news. 

Who danced with whom, and who are like to wed. 
And who is bang’d, and who is brought to bed; 

Put tear to call a more important cause, 

As if ’twore treason against English laws. 

'I'lie visit paid, with eesta’iy we come, 

from a seven years’ trarsportation, l)omo, 

And there resume an iinembarrass’d brow 
Recovering what we lost, we not how, 

The faculties that seem’d reduced to nought, 
Expression and the privilege of thought. 

The reeking, roaring liero of the chase, 

T give him over as a de'^perate case. 

Pliysicians write in liopes to work a cure, 

Never, if honest ones, when death is sure ; 

And though the fox he follows may he tamv<l, 

A mere fox-follow'er never is reclaim’d 
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Some farrier should j)rcscribe his proper course, 
Whose only fit companion is his horse. 

Or if, deserving of a better doom, 

The noble beast judge otherwise, his groom. 

Yet e’en the rogue that serves him, though he stand 
To take his honour s orders, cap-in-hand. 

Prefers his fellow- grooms with much good sense, 
Their skill a truth, his master’s a pretence. 

If neither horse nor groom affect the 'squire, 

Where can at last his joekeyship retire? 

Oh, to the club, the scene of savage joys, 

The school of coarse good-fellowship and noise ; 
There, in the sweet society of those 
Whose friendship from his boyish years he chofo, 
Let him improve his talent if he can, 

Till none hut beasts acknowledge him a man. 

Man’s licart had been impenetrably seal'd, 
lake theirs tlmt cleave the flood or graze the field, 
Hud not his Maker’s all-bestowing hand 
Given him n soul, and bade him understand ; 

The reasoning'^power vouchsafed, of course inferr'd 
The power to clothe that reason with his word ; 

For all is perfect that God works on earth, 

And he that gives conception aids the birth. 

If this he plain, 'tis plainly understood, 

What uses of his boon the Giver would. 

The mind, despatch’d upon her busy toil. 

Should range whore Providence has bless’d the soil ; 
Visiting every flower with labour meet. 

And gathering all her treasures sweet by sweet. 

She should imbue the tongue with wliat she sips, 
And shed the balmy blessing on the lips. 

That good diffused may more abundant grow, 

And speech may praise the power that bids it flow. 
Will the sweet warbler of the livelong night, 

That fills the listening lover with delight, 

Forget his harmony, with rapture heard, 

To learn the twittering of a meaner bird ? 

Or make the parrot’s mimicry his choice, 

That odious libel on a human voice ? 
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No — nature, iinsophisticate by maiij 
Starts not aside from lier Creator’s plan ; 

The melody, that was at first design’d 
To cheer the rude forefathers of mankind, 

Is note for note deliver’d in oar ears, 

In the last scene of her six thousand years. 

Yet Fashion, leader of a chattering train, 

Whom man, for his own hurt, permits to reign, 
Who shifts and clianges all things but his shape, 
And would degrade her votary to an ope, 

The fruitful parent of abuse and wrong, 

Holds a usurp’d dominion o’er his tongue ; 

There sits and prompts him with his own disgrace, 
Prescribes the theme, the tone, and the grimace, 
And, when accomplish’d in her wayward school, 
Calls gentleman whom she has made a fool. 

”J'is an unalterable fix’d decree, 

That none could frame or ratify but she, 

That heaven and hell, and righteouness and sin. 
Snares in his path, and foes that lurk within, 

God and his attributes, (a field of 4ay 
Wliere 'tis an angel’s happiness to stray,) 

Fruits of his love and wonders of his might, 

He never named in ears esteem’d jiolite ; 

TJiat he who dares, when she forbids,, be grave. 
Shall stand proscribed, a madman or a knave, 

A close designer not to he believed, 

Or, if excused that charge, at least deceived. 

Oh folly worthy of the nurse’s lap. 

Give it the breast, or stop its mouth >vith pap I 
Is it incredible, or can it seem 
A dream to any excei>t those that dream, 

Tliat man should love his Maker, and that fire, 
Warming his heart, should at his lij)S transpire ? 
Know then, and modestly let fall your eyes, 

And veil your daring crest that braves the skies • 
That air of insolence affronts your God, 

You need his pardon, and provoke his rod ; 

Now, in a posture that becomes you more 
Than that heroic strut assumed before, 
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Know, your arrears with eveiy hour accrue 
For mercy ghown, while wrath is justly due. 

The time is short, and there are souls on earth, 
Though future pain may serve. for present mirth, 
Acquainted with the woes that fear or shame, 

By fashion taught, forbade them once to names 
And, having f.*lt the pangs you deem a jest, 

Have proved them truths too big to be express’d. 

Go seek on revelation’s hallow’d ground. 

Sure to succeed, the remedy they found ; 

Touch’d by that power that you have dared to mock, 
That makes seas stable, and dissolves the rock, 

Your heart shall yield a life-renewing stream, 

That fools, ns you have done, shall Call a dream. 

It happen’d on a solemn eventide, 

Soon after He that w’as our surety died, 

Two bosom friends, each pensively inclined, 

The scene of all those sorrows left behind, 

Sou^iht their own village, busied as they went 
In musings worthy of the great event : 

’riiey spake of him they loved, of him whose life, 
Tliough blameless, had iucurr’d perpetual strife, 
Whose deeds had left, in spite of hostile arts, 

A deep memorial graven on their hearts. 

The recollection, like a vein of ore. 

The farther traced, enrich’d them still the more ; 
They thought him, and they jtistly tlionght him, one 
Sent to do more than he appear’d to have done ; 

To exalt a people, and to ];lace tljem high 
Alwve all else, and wonder’d he should die. 

Fre yet they brought their journey to an end, 

A stranger join’d them, courteous as a friend. 

And ask’d them with a kind engaging air, 

What tlieir affliction was, and begg’d a share. 
Inform’d, he gather’d up the broken thread, 

And, truth and wisdom gracing all he said, 
Explain’d, illustrated, and search’d so well 
The tender theme on which they chose to dwell, 
That, reaching home, the night, they said, is ncan 
We must not now be parted, sojourn here — 
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‘ The new acquaintance soon became a guest, 

;\ii(l made so welcome at tlieir simple feast, 
lie bless’d the bread, but vanished at tlie word, 
Ai)(l left them both exelainiuig. Twas the Lordl 
Did not our hearts feel all he deign’d to say, 

Did they not burn within us by the way ? 

Now theirs was converse, such as it behoves 
Man to maintain,. and such as God approves; 
Their views indeed were indistinct and dim, 
lint yet successful, being aim’d at him. 

^ Christ and his character their only scope. 

Their object, and their subject, and tlieir hope, 
Tliey felt what it became them much to feel, 

And, wanting him to -loo.se the sacred seal, 

Found him aS prompt, as their desire was true, 

'fo spread the new-born glories in their view. 
Well— what are ages and the lapse of time 
Match’d against truths as lasting as sublime? 

Can length of years on (Jod himself exact? 

•Or make that fiction which was once a fact? 

No— marble and recording brass decay, 

And, like the graver’s mernoi-y pifss away , * 

Tlie works of man inherit., as is just, 

Their author’s frailty, and return to dust: 
but truth Divine for ever stauds secure, 
its head is guarded as its base is sure ; 

,TivM iji the rolling flood of endless years, 

The pillar of the eternal plan apjiears, 

The raving storm and dashing wave defies, 
built by that Architect who built the skies, 
lI<‘arLs may be found, that harbour at this hour 
That love of Christ, and all its quickening power 
Aud lips unstain’d by folly or by strife, . 

Who.'ie wisdom, drawn from the deep wx-ll of life, 
Tili^tes of its healthful origin, and flows 
A Jordan for the ablution of our woes. 
d:us of heaven, and nights of equal praise, 

' ivne and peaceful as those heavenly days, 
hen souls drawn upwards in communion sweet 
the stillness of some close retreat. 
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Discourse, as if released and safe at home, 

Of dangers past, and wonders yet to come, 

And spread the sacred treasures of the breast 
Upon the lap of covenanted rest ! 

What, always dreaming over heavenly things, 
Like angel-heads in stone with pigeon-wings ? 
Canting and whining out all day the word, 

And half the night ? fanatic and absurd ! 

Mine be the friend less frequent in his prayers, 
Who makes no bustle with his soul’s aftaii*s, 
Whose wit can brighten up a wintry day, 

And chase the splenetic dull hours away ; 

Content on earth in earthly things to shine, 

Who waits for heaven ere he becomes divine, 
Leaves saints to enjoy tliose altitudes they teach, 
And plucks the fruit placed more within his reach. 

Well spoken, advocate of sin and shame. 

Known by thy bleating, Ignorance thy name. 

Is sparkling wit the world’s exclusive right ? 

The fix’d fee-simple of the vain and light ? 

Can hopes ,of heaven, bright prospects of an hour, 
That come to waft uS out of sorrow’s power 
Obscure or quench a faculty that finds 
Its happiest soil in the serenest minds? 

Keligion curbs indeed its wanton play. 

And brings the trifler under rigorous sway, 

But gives it usefulness unknown before. 

And purifying, makes it shine the more. 

A Christian’s wit is inoffensive light, 

A beam that aids, but never grieves the sight; 
Vigorous in age as in the flush of youth; 

’Tis always active on the side of truth ; 
Temperance and peace insure its healthful state 
And make it brightest at its latest date. 

Oh I have seen (nor hope perhaps in vain. 

Ere life go down, to see such sights again) 

A veteran warrior in the Christian field. 

Who never saw the sword he could not wield ; 
Grave without duluess, learned without pride. 
Exact, yet not precise, though meek, keen-eyed ; 
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Ji man that ■would have foil’d at their ©"wn play 
A dozoii would-be’s of the modem day ; 

Who, when occasion justified its use, 

Had wit as bright as ready to produce, 

Could fetch from records of an earlier age, 

Or from philosophy’s enlighten’d page. 

His rich materials, and regale your ear 
With strains it was a privilege to fiear ; 

Yet above all his luxury supreme, 

Aud his chief glory, was the gospel theme ; 

There he was copious as old Greece or Koine, 

His happy eloquence seem’d there at home, 
Ambitious not to shine or to excel. 

Hut to treat justly what he loved so well. 

It moves me more perhaps than folly ought, 

When some green heads, as void of wit as tliought, 
.Suppose themselves monopolists of sense, 

And wiser men’s ability pretence. 

Though time will wear us, and we inust grow old, 
Such men arc not forgot as soon as cold, 

Their fragrant memory will outlast their tomb, 
Kmbalm’d for ever in its own perfume. 

And to say truth, though in its early prime, 

And when unstain’d with any grosser crime, 

Yoiitli has a sprightliness and fire to boast. 

That in the valley of decline are lost. 

And virtue with peculiar charms appear.*?. 

Crown’d with the garland of life’s blooming years 
Yet age, by long experience well inform’d, 

Well read, well temper’d, with religion ■warm’d. 
That fire abated which impels rash youth, 

Proud of his speed, to overshtxjt the truth, 

As time improves the grape’s authentic juice. 
Mellows and makes the speech more fit for use. 

And claims a reverence in its shortening day, 

Tlmt ’tis an honour and a joy to pay. 

1 he fruits of age, less fair, are yet more sound. 
Than those a brighter season pours around ; 

And, like the stores autumnul suns mature, 

Through wintry rigours unimpair'd endure. 
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What 5s fanatic frenzy, scorn’d so much. 

And dreaded more thUn a contagious touch ? 

1 grant it dangerous, and approve your fear. 

That fire is catching, if you draw too near ; 

But sage observers oft mistake the flame, 

And give true piety that odious name. 

To tremble (as the creature of an hour 
Ought at the view of an Almighty Power) 
Before His presence, at whose awf^ul throne 
All tremble in all worlds, except our owi!, 

To supplicate his mercy, love his ways. 

And prize them above pleasure, wealth, or praise, 
Though common sense, allow’d a casting voice, 
And free from bias, must approve the choice. 
Convicts a mau fanatic in the extreme, 

And wild as madness in the world’s esteem. 

But that disease, when soberly defined. 

Is the false fire of an o’erheated mind ; 

It views the truth with a distorted eye, 

And either warps or lays it useless by ; 

'Tis narrow, selfish, arrogant, and draws 
Its sordid nourishment from man’s applause 
And, while at heart sin iinrelinquish’d lies, 
Presumes itself chief favotirito of the skies. 

■’Tis such a light as putrefaction breeds 

III fly-blown llesh, whereon the maggot feeds, 

Shines in the dark, but, usher’d into day, 

The stench remains, the lustre dies away. 

True bliss, if man may reach it, is composed 
Of hearts in union mutually disclosed; 

And, farewell else all hope of pure delight, 

Those hearts should be reclaim’d, renew’d, nprigh 
Bad men, profaning friendship’s hallow’d name. 
Form, in its stead, a covenant of shame, 

A dark confederacy against the laws 
Of virtue, and religion’s glorious cause : 

They build each other up with dreadful skill. 

As bastions set point-blank against God’s will; 
Fnlarge and fortify the divail redoubt, 

Deeply res )lvcd to shut a Saviour out; 
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Call legions up from hell to back the deed j 
And, cursed with conquest, finally succeed, 

But souls, that carry on a blest exchange 
Of joys they meet with in their heavenly range, 

And with a fearless confidence make known 
The sorrows sympathy esteems its own. 

Daily derive increasing light and force 
From such communion in their pleasant course, 

Feel less the journey’s roughness and its length, 

INIeet tlieir opposers with united strength, 

And, one in heart, in interest, and design. 

Gird up each other to the race divine. 

But Conversation, choose what theme we may, 
And chiedy when religion leads the way. 

Should flow, like waters after summer showers, 

Not as if raised by mere mechanic powers. 

The Christian, in whose soul, though now distress’d, 
Fives the dear tlmught of joys he once possess'd. 
When all his glowing language issued forth 
Witli God’s deep stamp upon its current worth, 

Will speak without disguise, and must impart, 

Sad as it is, his undissembling heart. 

Abhors constraint, and dares not feign a zeal, 

Or seem to boast a fire, he does not feel. 

The song of Sion is a tasteless thing, 

Unless, when rising on a joyful wing, 

The sQul can mix with the celestial bands, 

And give the strain the compass it demands. 

Strange tidings tlieseto tell a world, who treat 
All but their own experience as deceit? 

Will they believe, though credulous cnoiigli 
To swallow much upon much weaker proof, 

'I’hat there are blest inhabiUiuts of earth, 

P.u takers of a new ethereal birth, 

i’heir hopes, desires, and purposes estranged 

I'l’om things terrestrial, and Divinely changed, 

Tii' ir very language of a kind that speaks 
Tile soul's sure interest in the good she seeks, 

P' ho deal Avith Scripture, its iiiiportance felt, 

Ab Tully with philosophy once dealt. 
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And, in the silent watches of the nighty 
And through the scenes of toil-renewing light) 
The social walk, or solitary ride, 

Keep still the dear companion at their side ? 

No — shame upon a self disgracing age, 

God’s work may serve an ape upon a stage 
With such a jest as fill'd with hellish glee 
Certain invisibles as shrewd as he ; 

•But veneration or respect finds none, 

Save from the subjects of that work alone. 

The World grown old her deep discernment shows 
Claps spectacles on her sagacious nose. 

Peruses closely the true Christian’s face, 

And finds it a mere mask of sly grimace ; 

Usurps God’s ofiice, lays his bosom hare, 

And finds hypocrisy close lurking there ; 

And. serving God herself through mere constraint 
Concludes his unfeigu’d love of him a feint. 

And yet, God knows, look human nature through, 
(Aftd in due time the world shall know it too,) 
That since the flowers of Eden felt the blast. 

That after man’s defection laid all waste, 

Sincerity towards the heart-searching God 
Has made the new-horn creature her abode, 

Nor shall be fouiMi'in unregenerate souls 
Till the last fire burn all between the poles. 
Sincerity I why ’tis his only pride, 

Weak and imperfect in all grace beside, 

He knows that God demands his heart entire, 

And gives him all his just demands require. 
Without it, his pretensions were as vain 
As, having it, he deems the world’s disdain; 

That great defect would cost him not alone 
Man’s favourable judgment, but his own ; 

His birthright shaken, and no longer clear 
Than while his conduct proves his heart sincere. 
Itetort the charge, and let the world be told 
She boasts a confidence she docs not bold ; 

That, conscious of her crimes, she feels instead. 

A cold misgiving and a killing dread : 



convkhsatiok. 


Tluit wink* in houlth the |.*ro;ind of Iut support 
1*; madly to forget that life is short; 

'I'h.it sick she trembles, knowing she must die, 

Her hope presumption, and her faith a lie ; 

Tliat while she dotes and dreams that she believes, 
She mocks her Maker, and herself deceives, 

Her utmost reach, historical assent. 

The doctrines warp'd to what they never meant ; 
That truth itself is in her head as dull 
And useless as a candle in a skull. 

And all her love of God a groundless claim, 

A trick upon the canvass, painted flame. 

Tell her again, the sneer upon her face, 

And all her censures of tlie work of grace. 

Arc insincere, meant only to conceal 
A dread she would not, yet is forced to feel ; 

That in her heart the Christian she reveres, 

And, while she seems to scorn him, only fears. 

A poet does not work by sqifare or line, 

As smiths and joiners perfect a design ; 

At least we moderns, our attention less, 

Ileyond the example of our sires digress, 

And claim a right to scamper and run wide. 
Wherever chance, caprice, or flnicy guide. 

Tlie w’orld and I fortuitously met ; • 

I owed a trifle, and have paid the debt ; 

She did me wrong, I recompensed the deed, 

And, having struck the balance, now proceed. 
Perhaps, however, as some years have pass’d 
Since she and 1 conversed together last, 

And I have lived recluse in niral sliades, 

Which seldom a distinct report pervades. 

Great changes and new manners have occurr’d 
And blest reforms that I have never heard. 

And she may now be as discreet and wise, 

As once absurd in all discerning eyes. 

Sobriety perhaps may now be found 
Where once intoxication press’d the ground ; 

Tlie subtle and injurious may be just, 

And he grown chaste that was the slave of lust 
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Arts once esteem’d may be with shame dismiss’d; 
Charity may relax the miser’s fist ; 

The gamester may have cast his cards away, 
Forgot to curse, and only kneel to pray. 

It has indeed been told me i with what weight, 
How credibly, ’tis hard for me to state,) 

That fal)les old, that seem'd forever mute, 
Jteviv’d, are hastening into fresh repute, 

And gods and goddes'-es, discarded long 
.Like usidess lumber or a stroller's song, 

Are bringing into vogue their heathen train, 

And Jupiter bids fair to rule again; 

That certain feasts are instituted now. 

Where Venus hears the lover’s tender vow ; 

That all Olympus through the country roves, 

To consecrate our few remaining groves, 

And echo learns politely to rep(*at 
'I’he praise ofnanc’S foliages obsolete : 

That having proved the weakness, it should seem, 
Of revelation’s iucflectual beam, 

To bring the passions under sober sway, 

And give the moral springs their proper play, 
Tlu*y mean to try what may at last he done 
lly st<jut suJii^tantial gods of wood and stone, 

And whether Koinaii rites may not produce 
The virtues of old Home for Knglish use. 

May such success attend the pious plan, 

May iSlereury once more embellish man, 

Grace him again with long-forgotten arts, 

Feelaim his taste, and brighten up his parts, 

Make liim athletic as in days of old, 

I^earn’d at the bar. in the pala’stra hold, 

Divest the rougher sex of female airs. 

And teach the softer not to copy theirs : 

The change will please, nor shall it matter aught, 
Who works the wonder, if it 1)«* but wrought, 

’Tis timt‘, however, if the case stands thus, 
or u^ plain folks, and all who side with us, 

To build our altar, confident and bold. 

And say, os stem Ji^lijaU said of old, 
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The strife now stands upon a fair award, 

If [snicrs Lord be God, tken serve the Lord: 

If lie be silent, faith is all a wliim, 

I'heii Baal is the God, and worship him. 

Digression is so much in modern use, 

Th()Ught is so rare, and fancy so profuse, 

Seme never seem so wide of their intent, 

As when returning to the theme they meant j 
As mendicants, wliose business is to roam, 

Make every parish but their own their borne. 
Though such coiitiuiial zigzags in a book, 

Such drunken reelings liave an awkward look, 

And I had rather creep to what is true. 

Than rove and stagger with no mark in view ; 

Vet to coiiKilt a little, seem’d no crime. 

The freakish huracuir of the present time : 

But now to gather up what seems dispersed, 

And touch the subject I design'd at first, 

May prove, though much beside tlie rules of art, 
Best for the public, and iny wisest part. 

And first, let uo man charge me. that I mean 
I'o clothe in sable every social scene, 

And give good company a face severe, 

As if they met around a f.ither’s bier ; 

Bor tell some men that, pleasure all tliqlpbent, 
And laughter all their work, is life luispent, 

Their wi.'idorn bursts into this sage reply, 

'J’lieu mirth is sin, and we should always cry. 

To find the medhini asks some .share of wit, 

And therefore ’tis a mark fools never hit. 

But though life’s valley be a vale of tears, 

A brighter scene beyond that vale appears, 

AVhose glory, with a light that never fades, 

Shoots between scatter’d rocks and optuiing shades, 
And, while it slums the land the soul desires, 

Ti e language of the land she seeks inspires. 

Tims touch’d, the tongue n ceives a sacred cure 
Of all that was abHird, profane, im}uir«; 

Held within modest bounds, the tide of speecli 
Pursues the course that truth and nature teach ; 

i>2 
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No longer labours merely to produce 
The pomp of sound, or tinjtle without use : 

Where'er it winds, the salutary stream, 

Sprightly and fresh, enriches every tlieme, 

While all the happy man possess’d before, 

The gift of nature, or the classic store, 

Is made subservient to the grand design 
For which Heaven form’d the faculty divine. 

So, should an idiot, while at large he strays. 

Find the sweet lyre on which an artist plays. 

With rash and awkward force the chords he shakes, 
And grins with wonder at the jar he makes ; 

But let the wise and well-instructed hand 
Once take the shell beneath his just command. 

In gentle sounds it seems as it complain’d 
Of the rude injuries it late sustain’d, 

Till, tun’d at length to some immortal song, 

It sounds Jehovah’s name, and pours his praise along. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

Tho btisy universally desirous of retirement — Important purpose 
for which this desire «as ^ivon to man — Musing on the works of 
tlie creation a happy employment — 'Hie service of God not in- 
compatible, however, nitli n life of business — Human life; ita 
pur-.iiita — Various motives for seeking retirement— The poet’s 
.Iclight in the stndy of nutun* — The lover’s fondness for retire- 
tn«*ut — The hypoehondriae — Melancholy, a malady that claims 
most compassion, receives the least — Suflerings of the uielancholy 
man — The statesman’s retirement — His new mode of life ami 
company — Soon wearv of retirement, l\e returns to his former 
pursuits— Citizen’s villas — Fashion of frequenting wat«*ring- places 
— Tlie ocean— Tlio spendthrift in forced retirement— Tim sports- 
man ostler — The manageirieiit of l<*isnre a diflieiilt task — Man u ill 
be summoned to account for the employment of life — Books and 
friends requisite for llie man of h isure; atid Divine communion 
to fill the remaining void — Religion not adverse to innocent 
pleasures— ITie poe^ concludes with a reference to his o\\ n pursuit. 


• • . • . siudiis Horens ignobilis olt. vino. OBon. X.10. 4 . 

Hackney’d in 1)11810058, 'wearied at that oar, 

Which thousands, once fast chain’d to, quit no more, 
Ihit which, when life at ebb runs weak and low, 

All wish, or seem to -wish, they could forego; 

The statesman, lawyer, merchant, man of trade, 
Pants for the refuge of some rural shade, 

Where, all his long anxieties forgot 
Amid the charms of a sequester’d spot 
Or recollected only to gild o’er. 

And add a smile to what was sweet before, 

He may possess the joys he thinks he sees, 

Lay his old age upon the lap of case, 

Improve the remnant of his Avasted span. 

And, having lived a trifler, die a man. 
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Th\is conscience pleads lior cause within the breast, 
Though long rebel I’d against, ntjt yet suppress’d, 
And calls a creature form’d for God alone, 

For Heaven’s high purposes, and not his own, 

Calls him away from selfish ends and aims. 

From what debilitates aiwl what inllames. 

From cities liiimming with a restless crowd. 

Sordid as active, ignorant as lojul. 

Whose highest praise is that they live in vain, 

The dupes of pleasure, or the slaves of gain. 

Where works of man are cluster’d close around, 
And works of God are hardly to be found, 

To regions, where in spite of sin and M'oe, 

Traces of Eden are still seen below, 

Where mountain, river, forest, field, and grove 
Ilemind him of his Maker’s power and love. 

*Tis well, if look’d for at so late a day, 

In the lust scene of such a sen.seU>ss play, 

True wisdom will attend his feelde call, 

And grace his action ere the curtain fail. 

Souls, that have long despised their heavenly birth, 
Tlieir wishes all impregnated with earth. 

For threescore years employ’d with eeyseless care 
In catching smoke and feeding upon air, 
Conversant only Avith the ways of men. 

Ilarely redeem the short remaining ten. 

InvetiTate habits choke the unfruitful heart. 

Their fibres penetrate its teinlerest part. 

And, draining its nutritions powers to feed 
Their noxious grow th, starve every better seed. 

Happy, if full of<lays— but hapjiier far, 

If, ere we yet discern life’s evening star. 

Sick of the service <»f a Avorld, that feeds 
Its patient drudges with dry ehatt’and w'ceds, 

We can escape? fiom cn^t(>n^’s idiot sway. 

To serve the sovereign avo were horn to obey. 

Then SAve t to nin?e upon his skill display’d 
(Infinite skill) in all that he has made ! 

To trace in nature’s most minute design 
The signatiu’c and stamp of power Divine, 
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Contrivance intricate. cxprcssM with case, 

Wlierc unassisted sijilit no beauty sees, 

The shapely limb aii<l lubricated joint, 

AVitiun the small dimensions of a point. 

Muscle and nerve miraculously spun, 

Ilis mifflity ■work, w ho speaks and it is done, 

'I'he invisible in things scarce seen reveal’d, 

To whom an atom is an ample field : 

To wonder at a thonsand insect forms, 

Tlicse hatch’d, and tliose resuscitated w'orms, 

New life ordain’d and brighter scenes to share. 

Once prone on earth, now buoyant upon air, 

Whose shape would make them, had tlicy hulk and size, 
More hideous foes than fancy can devise ; 

Willi helmet heads and dragon-scales adorn’d, 

'I'hc mighty myriads, now securely scorn’d. 

Would mock the majesty of man’s high birth, 

Despise his bulwarks, aiul unpeople earth : 

Then with a glance of fancy to survey, 

I’ar as the fioully can streteh away, 

'Jen thonsand rivers pour’d at his command, 

From urns that never fail, thronch every land; 

These like a deluge w'ith impetuous force, 

'J’lio‘-e winding modeslly a silent eourse ; 

'flic cloud-sunnoniifing Alps, llie fruilAil vales ; 

Seas, on which every nalion spre.ids her sails ; 

The sun, a world w lienee <»th..n' worlds drink light, 

The crescent nifioii, the diadem of night; 

Stars countless, each in his appointv*d place, 

Fast anchor’d in the deep abyss of space — 

At such a sight to catch the poefs flame, 

And with a rapture like his owoi exclaim, 

I'licse are thy glorious works, thon source of good, 
Ih^^ll^iTnly seen, how faintly understood! 

Tli^rc, ami upheld by thy patcnmnl care, 

'i’liis universal frame, thus 'wondrous fair ; 

'J'hy power divine, and bounty beyond thought, 

Adored and praised in all that thou hast wrought. 
Absorb’d in that immensity I see, 

T shrink abased, and yet aspire to thee; 
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Instruct me, guide me to that heavenly day 
Thy words more clearly than thy Avorks, display 
That, while thy truths my grosser thoughts refine, 
I may resemble thee, and call thee mine. 

O blest proficiency ! surpassing all 
•Tliat men erroneously their glory call, 

The recompense that arts or arms can yield, 

The bar, the senate, or the tented field. 

Compared with this sublimest life below, 

Ye kings and rulers, what have courts to show? 
Thus stiulied, used, and consecrated thus 
On earth what is, seems form’d indeed for us; 

Not as the plaything of a froward child, 

Fretful unless diverted and beguiled, 

Much less to feed and fan the fatal fires 
Of pride, ambition, or impure desires. 

But as a scale, by which the soul ascends 
From mighty means to more important ends, 
Securely, though by steps but rarely trod, 

Mounts from inferior beings up to God, 

And sees, by no fallacious light or dim, 

Earth made for man, and man himself for him. 

Not that I moan to approve, or would enforce, 
A superstitious and monastic course : 

Truth is not local, God alike pervades 
And fills the w^orld of traffic and the shades. 

And may be fear’d amidst the busiest scenes. 

Or scorn’d where business never intervenes. 

But 'tis not easy w’ith a mind like ours. 

Conscious of weakness in its noblest powers. 

And in a w'orld Avhere, other ills apart. 

The roving eye misleads the careless heart. 

To limit thought, by nature prone to stray 
Wherever freakish fancy points the way ; 

To bid the pleediugs of self-love he still, 

Kesign our own and seek our Maker’s will ; 

To spread the page of Scripture, and compare 
Our conduct with the laws engraven there 
To measure all that passes in the breast, 
Faithfully, fairly, by that sacred test ; 
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To (live into the secret deeps within, 

'ro spare no passion and no favourite sin, 

And search the themes, importaut above all, 
Ourselves, and our recovery fi’oni our fall, 
but leisure, silence, and a mind released 
From anxious thoughts how wealth may be increasec^ 
llow to secure, in some propitious hour, 

Tlie point of interest or the post of power, 

A soul serene, and equally retired 
Frt)m objects too much dreaded or desired, 

S.ife from the clamours of perverse dispute. 

At least are friendly to the great pursuit. 

Opening the map of Go(Fs extensive plan, 

We hnd a little isle, this life of man; 

Eternity’s unknown expanse appears 
Circling around and limiting his years. 

The busy race examine and explore 

Each creek and cavern of the dangerous shore. 

With care collect what in their eyes excels, 

Some shining pebbles, and some weeds and shells; 
Tims laded, dream that they are rich and great. 

And happiest he that groans beneath his weight. 

The waves o’ertake them in their serious play, 

And evciy hour sweeps multitudes away; 

They shriek and sink, survivors slart and weep. 
Pursue their sport, and follow to the deep. 

A few forsake the throng ; with lifted eyes 
Ask w'ealth of Heaven, and gain a real prize, 

Truth, wisdom, grace, and peace like that above. 
Scal’d with his signet, whom they serve and love; 
Scorn’d by the rest, with patient hope they wait 
A kind release from their imperfect state, 

And unregretted are soon snatch’d away 
Froni^cenes of sorrow into glorious day. 

Nor these alone prefer a life recluse, 

Who seek retirement for its proper use, 

The love of change, that lives in every breast. 
Genius, and temper, and desire of rest. 

Discordant motives in one centre meet, 

And each inclines its votary to retreat. 
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Some minds by nature are averse to noise, 

And hiite the tumult half the world enjoyr, 

The lure of avarice, or the pompons prize 
That courts display before ambitious eyes; 

The fruits thatbaup: on pleasure’s llowery stem, 
Whate’er enchants them, are no snares to them. 

To them the deep recess of dusky proves, 

Or forest, where the deer securely roves. 

The fall of waters, and the song of binis. 

And hills tliat echo to the distant herds, 

Are luxuries excelling all the glare 

The world can boast, and her cliief favourites share. 

With eager step, and carelessly array ’d, 

For such a cause the poet seeks the shade, 

From all he sees lie catches new delight, 

Pleased Fancy claps her pinions at the sight, 

’fhe rising or the setting orb of day. 

The clouds that flit, or slowly float away, 

Nature in all the various shapes she w ears. 
Frowning in storms, or breathing gentle airs, 

The snowy robe her wintry state assumes, 

Her summer heats, her fruits, and her perfumes, 
All, all alike transport the glowing hard, 

Succi'ss in rliyine his glory and reward. 

O Nature 1 whose Klysian scenes disclose 
Ilis bright perfections at whose word tlu^y rose. 
Next to that power who form’d thee and sustains, 
He thou the great iuspirer of my strains. 

Still, as I touch the lyre, do thf)u expand 
Tby genuine charms, and guide an artlets hand. 
That I may catch a fire but rarely known, 

Give useful light though I should miss renown, 
And, poring on thy page, whose every line 
Hears proof of an intelligence Divine, 

May feel a heart enrich’d hy what it pays, 

That builds its glory on its Maker’s praise. 

Woe to the man whose wit disclaims its use, 
Glittering in vain, or only to seduce, 

Who studies nature with a w'auton eye, 

Admires the work, but slips the lesson by; 
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His hours of leisure and recess employs 
In drawing pictures of forbidden joys, 

Retires to blazon his own wortliles^ name, 

Or shoot the careless with a surer aim. 

The lover too slums business and alarms, 

Tender idolater of absent charms. 

Saints ofler nothing in their warmest prayers 
That he devotes not with a zeal like tbeirs ; 

’Tis consecration of his heart, soul, time. 

And every thought that wanders is a crime. 

In sighs he worships his supremely fair, 

And weeps a sad libation in despair; 

Adores a creature, and, devout in vain, 

Wilis in return an answer of disdain. 

As woodbine weds the plant within her reach, 
hough elm, or smooth-giain’d ash, or glossy beech. 
In spiral rings ascends the trunk, and lays 
Her golden tassels on the leafy spraj s, 

Hut does a mischief while she lends a grace. 
Straitening its growth by such a strict eml>vacc; 

So love, that clings around the noblest minds 
Forbids the advancement of the soul he binds; 

'I’lie suilor’s air indeed he soon improves, 

And forms it to the taste of her he loves. 

Teaches his eyes a language, and no less 
hefines his speech, and fashions his address ; 

Hut farewell promises of happier fruits, 

Manly designs, and learning’s grave pursuits; 
dirt with a chain he cannot wish to break, 
ilisonly bliss is sorrow tor her sake; 

Who will may pant for glory and excel, 

Her smile his aim, all higher aims farewell ! 
Thyrsis, Alexis, or whatever name 
May least ofTcnd against so pure a flame, 

Though sage advice of friends the most sincere 
hJoinids harshly in so delicate an ear. 

And lovers, of all creatures, tame or wild, 

Can least brook management, however mild, 

^ et let a poet (poetry disarms 

The fiercest auimals with magic charms) 
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ITisk an intrusion on tliy pensive mood, 

And woo and win thee to thy proper good* 
Pastoral images and still retreats, 

Umbrageous walks and solitary seats, 

Sweet birds in concert with harmonious streams. 
Soft airs, nocturnal vigils, and day-dreams, 

Are all enchantments in a case like thine, 
Conspire against thy peace with one design, 
Soothe thee to make thee but a surer prey, 

And feed the fire that wastes thy powers away. 
Up — God has form’d thee with a wiser view, 

Not to be led in chains, but to subdue ; 

Calls thee to cope with enemies, and first 
Points out a conflict with thyself, the worst. 
Woman indeed, a gift he would bestow 
When he design’d a Paradise below, 

The richest earthly boon his hands afford. 
Deserves to be beloved, but not adored. 

Post away swiftly to more active scenes. 

Collect the scatter’d truths that study gleans, 

Mix with the world, but with its wiser part, 

No longer give an image all thine heart ; 

Its empire is not hers, nor is it thine, 

’Tis God’s just claim, prerogative divine. 

Virtuous and faithful IIkberden, whose skill 
Attempts no task it cannot well fulfil, 

Gives melancholy up to nature’s care, 

And sends the patient into purer air. 

Look where he comes — in this embower’d alcove 
Stand close conceal’d, and sec a statue move : 
Lips busy, and eyes fix’d, foot fulling slow, 

Arms hanging idly down, hands clasp'd below. 
Interpret to the marking eye distress, 

Such as its symptoms can alone express. 

That tongue is silent now ; that silent tongue 
Could argue once, could jest, or join the song. 
Could give advice, could censure or commend, 
Or charm the sorrows of a drooping friend. 
Renounced alike its office and its sport, 

Its brisker and its graver strains fall short ; 
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Both fail beneath a fever’s secret sway, 

And like a summer-brook are past away. 

This a sight for pity to peruse. 

Till she resemble faintly what she views, 

Till sympathy contract a kindred pain, 

Pierced with the woes that she laments in vain. 
This, of -all maladies that man infest, 

Claims most compassion, and receives the least: 
Job felt it, when he groan’d beneath the rod 
And the barb’d arrows of a frowning God; 

And such emollients as his friends could spare, 
Friends such as his for modern Jobs prepare. 
Plest, rather curst, with hearts that never feel. 
Kept snug in caskets of close-hammer’d steel, 
With mouths made only to grin wide and eat, 
And minds that deem derided pain a treat, 

With limbs of llritish oak, and nerves of wire, 
'Ind wit that puppet prompters might inspire, 
Their sovereign nostrum is a clumsy joke 
On pangs enforced with God’s severest stroke. 
Put, with a soul that ever felt the sting 
Of sorrow, sorrow is a sacred thing: 

Not to molest, or irritate, or raise 
A laugh at his expense, is slender praise ; 

He that has not usurp’d the name of man 
Does all, and deems too little all, he can. 

To assuage the throbbiiigs of the fester’d part, 
And staunch the bleedings of a broken heart. 
’Tis not, as heads that never ache suppose, 
Forgery of fancy, and a dream of woes ; 

Man is a harp, whose chords elude the sight, 
Each yielding harmony disposed aright ; 

The screws reversed, (a task which if he please 
God in a moment executes witli ea^e,) 

Ten thousand thousand strings at once go loose. 
Lost, till he tune them, all their power and use. 
Then neither heathy u’ilds, nor scenes as fair 
As ever recompensed the peasant’s cave, 

Nor soft dticlivities with tufted hills, 

Nor view of waters turning busy mills, 
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Parks in which art preceptress nature weds. 

Nor gardens interspersed with flowery beds, 

Nor gales, that catch the scent of blooming groves, 
And waft it to the inounior as he roves, 

Can call uj) life into his faded eye, 

Tliat passes all ho s!*es unheeded by ; 

No wounds like th()Se a wounded spirit feels. 

No cure for such till God who makes them heals. 
And thou, sad suflerer under nameless ill 
'I'hat yields not to the touch of human skill. 
Improve the kind occasion, understand 
A Father’s frown, and kiss his chastening lumd. 

To thee the dayspring, and the blaze of noon. 

The purple evening and resploident moon, 

The stars that, sprinkl'd o’er the vault of niglit, 
Seem drops descending in a shower of light. 

Shine not, or uiidesired and hated shine. 

Seen through the medium of a eloud like thine; 
Yet seek him, in his lavour lil'e is found. 

All bliss beside— a sliadow or a sound; 

'Tlie.i heaven, eclipsed so long, and this dull earth,- 
Shall seem to start into a second birth; 

Nature, assuming a more lovely f ice, 
llorrowing a beauty from the works of grace. 

Shall be despised and overlook’d no more, 

Shall fill thee with delights iiufelt before. 

Impart to things inanimate a voice. 

And bid her mountains and her hills rejoice; 

The sound shall run along the winding vales. 

And thou enjoy an Kdeii ere it fails. 

Ye groves, (the statesman at his desk exclaims, 
Sick of a thousand disappointed aims,) 

My patrimonial treasure and my pritle. 

Beneath your shades your gray possessor hide, 
Beeeive me, languishing for that repose 
'rhe servant of the public never knows. 

Ye saw me once (ah. those regretted days. 

When boyish iimocenee was all my praise !) 

Hour after hour deliehlfully allot 
To studies then familiar, since forgot. 
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j\n(l cultivate a taste for ancient sonp, 

(^atchirisr its ardour as I mused alon*? ; 

Nor seldom, as propitious Heaven inij^litsoud 
AVhat (Uice I valued and could boast, a friend, 

\Vere witnesses how cmdially I press’d 
Ills undisseinbling virtue to iny breast ; 

Ivoceive me now, not uncorrupt as then, 

Nor guiltless of corrupting other men, 

J’lit versed in arts that, while they seem to stay 
A fdlen empire, hasten its decay. 

'i’o the fair haven of my native home, 

'I’he M'reckofwhat f was, fatigued, I come; 

For once 1 can approve the patriot’s voice, 

And make the course he recommends my choice; 

meet at la^t in one sincere desire, 

His wish and mine both prompt me to retire. 

’Tis done — he steps into the welcome clufne, 

Infills at his ease behind four handsome bays, 

'riiat whirl away from business and debate 
'I’lie disencumber’d Atlas of the state. 

Ask not the boy, who, w hen the breeze of morn 
First shakes the glittering drops from every thorn, 
Unfolds his Hock, then under bank or bnsh 
Sits linking cherry-stones, or platting rnsb, 

How fair is freedom? — he was always free : 

^J\) carve his rustic name upon a tree, 

To snare the mole, or with ill-fashiotfd hook 
’J’c) d'-aw the incatitious minnow from the brook. 

Are life’s prime pleasures in liis simple view, 

Ills flock the chief concern he ever knew ; 

She shines but little in his heedless eyes. 

The good w'e never miss we rarely prize; 

But ask the noble drudge in state affairs, 

Kseaped from oflice ami its constant cares, 

V»’ hat charms he sees in Freedom’s smile express’d, 
In freedom lost so long, now repossess'd ; 

’i'he tongue whose strains were cogent as commands, 
b‘evere<l at home, and felt in foreign lands, 

Sliall own itself a stammerer in that cause. 

Or plead its silence as its best applause. 
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He knows indeed that, whether dress’d or inide, 

Wild without art, or artfully subdued. 

Nature in every form inspires delight, 

But never mark’d her with so just a sight. 

Her hedge-row shrubs, a variegated store. 

With woodbine and wild roses mantled o’er. 

Green balks and furrow’d lands, the stream that spreads 
Its cooling vapour o’er the dewy meads. 

Downs, that almost escape the inquiring eye, , 

That melt and fade into the distant sky, 

Beauties he lately slighted as he pass’d. 

Seem all created since he travell’d last. 

Master of all the enjoyments he design’d. 

No rough annoyance rankling in his mind, 

What early philosophic hours he keeps. 

How regular his meals, how sound he sleeps ! 

Not sounder he that on the mainmast head, 

While morning kindles with a wjndy red. 

Begins a long look-out for distant land. 

Nor quits till evening watch his giddy stand. 

Then, swift descending with a seaman’s haste, 

Slips to his hammock, and forgets# the blast. 

He chooses company, but not the squire’s, 

Whose wit is rudeness, whose good breeding tires j 
Nor yet the parson’s, who would gladly come, 
Obsequious when abroad, though proud at home ; 

Nor can he much affect the neighbouring peer. 
Whose toe of emulation treads too near ; 

But wisely seeks a more convenient friend, 

With whom, dismissing forms, he may unbend. 

A man, whom marks of condescending grace 
Teach, while they flatter him, his proper place , 

Who comes when call’d, and at a word withdraws. 
Speaks with reserve, and listens with applause j 
Some plain ■mechanic, who, without pretence 
To birth or wit, nor gives nor takes offence ; * 

On whom he rests well pleased his weary powers, 

And talks and laughs away his vacant hours. 

The tide of life, swift always in its course. 

May run in cities with brisker force. 
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Ilut nowhere with a current so serene, 

Or half so clear, as in the rural scene. 

Yet how fallacious is all earthly bliss, 

AVhat obvious truths the wisest heads may miss; 
Some pleasures live a month, and some a year, 
but short the date of all we gather here ; 

No happiness is felt, except the true. 

That does not charm thee more for being new. 

Tins observation, as it chanced, not made, 

Or, if the thought occurr’d, not duly weigh’d. 

He sighs — for after all by slow degrees 
The spot he loved has lost the power to please ; 

To cross his ambling pony day by day 
Seems at the best but dreaming life away ; 

Tlie prospect, such as might enchant despair. 

He views it not, or sees no beauty there ; 

With aching heart, and discontented looks, 

Keturns at noon to billiards or to books, 

Hut feels, while grasping at his faded joys, 

A secret thirst of his renounced employs. 

Ho chides the tardiness of every post, 

Pants to be told of battles won or lost, 

Blames bis own indolence, observes, though late, 

’Tis criminal to leave a sinking state, 

Flics to the levee, and, received with grace, 

Kneels, kisses hands, and shines again in place. 

Suburban villas, highway-side retreats. 

That dread the encroachment of our growing streets. 
Tight boxes, neatly sash’d, and in a blaze 
With all a July sun’s collected rays, 

Delight the citizen, who, gasping there. 

Breathes clouds of dust, and calls it country air, 

0 sweet retirement, who would balk the thought, 
That could aflord retirement, or could not ? 

'Tis such an easy w'alk, so smooth and straight, 

'I’he second milestone fronts the garden-gate ; 

A step if fair, and, if a shower approach, 

Vou lind safe shelter in the next stage-coach. 

'I'liere, prison’d in a parlour snug and small, 
hike bottled wasps upon a southern wall, 
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The man of business and his friends compress’d 
Forget their labours, and yet find no rest; 

But still 'tis rural — tiees are to be seen 
From every window, and the fields are green ; 
Ducks paddle in the pond before the iloor, 

And what could a remoter scene show more ? 

A sense of elepince we rarely find 
T'he portion of a mean or vulgar mind, 

And ignorance of better things makes man, 

Who cannot much, rejoice in what he can ; 

And he, that deems his leisure well bestow’d 
In contemplation of a turnpike-road. 

Is occupied as well, employs his hours 
As wisely, and as much improves his powers, 

As he that slumbers in pavilions graced 
With all the charms of an accomplish’d taste. 

Yet hence, alas! msolvencit's ; and hence 
The un pitied victim of ill-jmlgcd expense. 

From ail his worrisome engagements freed, 
Shakes hands with business, and retires indeed. 

Your prudent grandmammas, ye modern belles, 
Content with Bristol, Bath, and Tunbridge Wells, 
Wlien health required it, W'ould consent to roam, 
Else more attach’d to pleasures found at home. 
But now alike, gay widow, virgin, wife, 

Ingenious to diversify dull life, 

In coaches, chaises, caravatis, and hoys, 

Fly to the coast fv)r daily, nightly joys, 

And all, impatient of dry land, agiee 
With one consent to rush into tlie sea. 

Ocean exhilnts, fathomless and broad, 

Mucli of the power and majesty of God. 
lie swathes about the swelling of the deep, 

That shines and rests, as infants smile and sleep 
Vast as it is, it answers as it flows 
The breathings of the lightest air that bloNVS ; 
Curling and whitening over nil the waste. 

The rising wav -s obey the increasing blast, 
Abrupt and horrid as the tempest roars, 

Thunder and flash upon the stedfast shores. 
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Till he that rides the 'whirlwind checks the rein, 

Then all the world of waters sleeps again. 

^oreic^s or Dryads, as thi^ fashion leads, 

Now in the Hoods, now panting in the meads, 
A'otaries of pleasure still, where’er she dwells, 

Near bairen rocks, in j>alaccs, or cells. 

Oil grant a poet leave to recoinraend 
(A poet fond of Nature, and your friend) 

Her slighted works to your admiring view ; 

Her Avorks must needs excel, who fashion’d yon. 
AVoiild }e, when rambling in your morning ride, 
AVilh some unmeaning coxcomb at your side, 
Condemn the prattler for his idle pains, 

'io waste unheard the music of his strains. 

And, deaf to all tlu* impertinence of tongue, 

'rijut, while it courts, atlrouts and does you wrong, 
Mark well the finish'd plan without a fault, 

Tiie seas globose and huge, the o’erarching vault, 
Earth’s millions daily fed, a world employ'd 
In gathering plenty yet to he enjoy ’<1, 

Till gratitude grew vocal in the praise 
Of O'od, beiielieent in all his ways ; 

(Ji'aeed with such wisdom, how would beauty shine I 
Ye want but that to seem indeed divine. 

Anticipated rents and bills un])aid, 

Force many a shining youth into the shade, 

Not to rede(un his time, but his estate, 

And play the fool, hut at a cheaper rate. 

'I'lu-re, hid in loathed obscurity, ivmovcd 
From pleasures left, hut never more beloved, 

He just endures, and with a sickly spleen 
Sighs o’er the beauties of the charming scene. 

Nature indeed looks prettily in rhyme; 

Streams tinkle sweetly in poetic chime : 

The Avarhlings of the blackbird clear and strong, 
Are nm^ical enonch in Thomson’s song ; 

And Cobham’s groves, and Windsor's green retreats 
When Pope describes them, have a thousand sweets ; 
He likes the country, but in truth must own. 

Most likes it when he studies it in town. 
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Poor Jack — no matter who — for when I Llamo, 

I pity, and must therefore sink the name, 

Lived in his saddle, loved the chase, the course, 

And always, ere he mounted, kiss’d his horse. 

The estate, his sires liad own'd in ancient years, 

Was quickly distanced, match’d against a peer’s. 

Jack vanish’d, was regretted, and forgot; 

’Tis wild good nature’s never failing lot. 

At length, when all had long supposed him dead, 

By eold submersion, razor, rope, or lead. 

My lord, alighting at his usual place. 

The Crown, took notice of an ostler's face. 

Jack knew his friend, but hoped in that disguise 
He might escape the most observing eyes. 

And whistling, as if unooncern’d and gay. 

Curried his nag and look’d another way. 

Convinced at last, upon a nearer view, 

*Twas he, the same, the very Jack he knew, 
O’erwhelm’d at once with wonder, grief, and joy, 

He press’d him much to quit his base employ ; 

His cc»untenance, his purse, his heart, , his hand. 
Influence and power, w'cre all at his command : 

Peers are not always generous as well bred. 

But Granby was, meant truly what he said. 

Jack bow’d, and was obliged — confessed ’twas strange. 
That 60 retired he should not wish a change. 

But kn<^w no medium betw’een guzzling beer. 

And his old stint — three thousand pounds a year. 

Thus some retire to nourish hopeless woe; 

Some seeking happiness not found below ; 

Some to comply with humour, and a mind 
To social scenes by nature disinclined ; 

Some sway’d by fashion, some by deep disgust ; 

Some self-iinpoverish’d, and because they must : 

But few, that coui’t Retirement, are aware 
Of half the toils they must encounter there. 

Lucrative offices are seldom lost 
For want of powers proportion'd to the post: 

Give e’en a dunce the employment he desires. 

And he soon finds the talents it requires ; 
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A l;usincss with an income at its heels 
i'li.iiishes always oil for its own wheels. 
l»!it in his arduous enterprise to close 
Ilis active years with indolent repose, 
lie finds the labours of that state exceed 
His utmost faculties, severe indeed. 

'Tis easy to resign a toilsome place, 

Ihit not to manage leisure with a grace ; 

Absence of occupation is not rest, 

A mind quite vacant is a mind distress’d. 

The veteran steed, excused his task at length. 

In kind compassion of his failing strength. 

And turn’d into the' park or mead to graze, 

Exempt from future service all his days, 

Tlic*rc feels a pleasure perfect in its kind, 

Ihiuges at liberty, and snuffs the wind ; 
hut when lus lord would quit the busy road. 

To taste a joy like that he has bestow’d. 

He proves, less happy than his favour’d brute, 

A life of ease a dilficult pursuit. 

Tlmught, to the man that never thinks, may seem 
As natural as when asleep to dream ; 
hut reveries (for Iniman minds will act) 

Specious in show, impossible in fact. 

Those tlimsy w'cbs, that break as soon as wrought, 
Atuiin not to the dignity of thought: 

Nor yet the swarms that occupy the brain. 

Where dreams of dress, intrigue, and pleasure reign ; 
Nor such as useless conversation breeds, 

Or lust engenders, and indulgence feeds. 

Whence, and what are we ? to what end ordain’d ? 
What means the drama by the world sustain’d ? 
husiness or vain amusement, care or mirth. 

Divide the frail inhabitants of earth. 

Is duty a mere sport, or an employ ? 
bife an intrusted talent, or a toy ? 

Is there, as reason, conscience, Scripture say. 

Cause to provide for a great future day, 

Wlien, earth’s assign’d duration at an end, 

Man shall be summon’d and the dead attend ? 
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The trumpet — 'W'ill it sound ? the curtain rise ? 

And show the august tribunal of the skies. 

Where no prevarication shall avail, 

Where eloipieuce and artifice shall fail, 

The pride of arrogant distinctions fall, 

And conscience and our conduct judge us all? 
Pardon me, ye that give the midnight oil 
To learned cares or philosophic toil. 

Though I revere your honourable names, 

Your useful labours, and important aims. 

And hold the world indebted to your aid. 

Enrich’d with the discoveries ye have made ; 

Yet let me stand excused, if I esteem 
A mind employ’d on so sublime a tlieme, 

Pushing her bold inquiry to the date 
And outline of the present transient state. 

And, after poising her adventurous wings, 

Settling at last upon eternal things, 

Far more intelligent, and better taught 
The strenuous use of profitable thought. 

Than ye, when happiest, and enlighten’d most, 

And highest in renown, can justly boast. 

A mind unnerved, or indisj)osed to bear 
The wciglit of subjects worthiest of her care, 
Whatever hopes a change of scene inspires, 

Must change her nature, or in vain retires. 

An idler is a watch that wants both hands ; 

As useless if it goes as when it stands. 

Books, therefore, not the scandal of the shelve:'. 

In which lewd sensualists print out themselves; 
Nor those, in which the stage gives vice a blow, 
With what success let modern manners show ; 

Nor his who, for the bane of thousands born, 
l^uilt God a church, and laugh’d his word to scorn, 
Skilful alike to seem devout and just. 

And stab religion with a sly side-thrust ; 

Nor those of learn'd philologists, who chase 
A panting syllable through time and space, 

Start it at home, and hunt it in Uie dark. 

To Gaul, to Greece, and into Noah’s ark ; 
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Put such as learning, witliout false pretence, 

The friend of truth, the associate of sound senrc. 

Ami s>ich as, in the zeal of good design. 

Strong juvlgment labouring in the Senptiire mine. 

All sucii as manly and great souls produce, 

^^■orfhy to live, and of eternal use : 

Pcliold in these what leisure hours demand. 
Amusement and true knowledge hand in hand. 

Taixiiry gives the mind a childish cast, 

Anil, while she polishes, perverts the taste ; 

Habits of close attention, thinking heads, 

Hecome more rare as dissipation spreads. 

Till authors hear at length one general cry 
Tickle and entertain us, or we die. 

'I'lie loud demaml, from year to year the same, 
Heitgars iu'ention, and makes fancy laiuej 
Till farce itself, most mournfully jejune, 

(^ills for the kind assistance of a tune ; 

And novels (w'itness every month's review) 
belie tl.\'ir name, and offer nothing new. 

The mind, relaxing into needful sport, 

Should turn to writers of an abler sort. 

Whose wit well managed, and whose classic style, 
(Ji\e truth a lustre, and make wdsdoni smile. 

Fi ii rids, ( for I cannot stint, as some have done, 

'J'oo rigid in my view, that name to one; 

Though one, 1 grant it. in the generous breast 
Will stand advanced a step above the rest ; 

Flowers by that name promiscuously we call, 
but one, the rose, the regent of them all,) — 

Friends, not adopted w’ith a schoolboy ’.s haste, 
but chosen with a nice discerning taste, 

Well horn, well disei])lined, who. placed apart 
From vulgar minds, have honour much at heart. 

And, though the w orld may think the ingredients odd. 
The love of virtue and the "fear of God ! 

ISueh friends prevent what else would soon succeed, 

A temper rustic as the lif* we lead, 

And keep the polii-h of the manners clean. 

As theirs w ho hustle in the busiest scene ; 
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For solitude, however some may rave, 

Seeming a sanctuary, proves a grave, 

A sepulchre, in which the living lie. 

Where all good qualities grow sick and die. 

I praise the Frenchman,* his remark was shrewd, 
How sweet, how passing sweet is solitude ! 

But grant me still a friend in my retreat, 

Whom I may whisper — Solitude is sweet. 

Yet neither these delights, nor aught beside, 

That appetite can ask, or wealth provide. 

Can save us always from a tedious day. 

Or shine the dulness of still life away ; 

Divine communion, carefully enjoy’d. 

Or sought with energy, must fill the void. 

Oh sacred art ! to which alone life owes 
Its happiest seasons, and a peaceful close. 

Scorn’d in a world, indebted to that scorn 
For evils daily felt and hardly borne, 

Not knowing thee, we reap with bleeding hands, 
Flowers of rank odour upon thorny lands, 

And, while experience cautions us in vain. 

Grasp seeming happiness, and find it pain. 
Despondence, self-deserted in her grief, 

Ix)st by abandoning her own relier. 

Murmuring and ungrateful discontent, 

That scorns afflictions mercifully meant. 

Those humours, tart as wines upon the fret, 

Which idleness and weariness beget ; 

The.se, and a thousand plagues that haunt the breast, 
Fond of the phantom of an earthly rest, 

Divine communion chases, as tlic day 
Drives to their dens the obedient beasts of prey. 

See Judali’s promised king, bereft of all, 

Driven out an exile from the face of Saul, 

To distant caves the lonely wanderer flies, 

To seek that peace a tyrant’s frown denies. 

Hear the sweet accents of his tuneful voice. 

Hear liim, o’erwhelui’d with sorrow, yet rejoice • 
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ucr:minsh or wailing grief has part 

o, not a moment, in his royal lieart ; 

Tis manly music, such as martyrs make, 
Siiflering with gladness for a Saviour’s sake ; 

H ssoul exults, hope animate liis lays, 

Tae sense of mercy kindles into praise, 
v\nd wilds, familiar with a lion’s roar, 
king with ecsUitic sounds unheard before : 

’Tis love like his that can alone defeat 
The ref's of man, or make a desert sweet. 

Keligion does not censure or exclude 
Uniiumber’d pleasures harmlessly pursued : 

'Jo study culture, and with artful toil 
To meliorate and tame the stubborn soil,* 

7’o give dissimilar yet fruitful lands 

7'lie grain, or herb, or plant that each demands 

To cherish virtue in an humble state, 

And share the joys your bounty may create ; 

To mark the matchless workings of the power 
’riiat shuts within its seed the future flower, 
llids these in elegance of form excel. 

In colour these, and those delight the smell. 
Sends Nature forth the daughter of the skies. 

To dance on earth, and ebarm all human eyes; 
To teach the canvass innocent deceit, 

Or lay the hmdsciipe on the snowy sheet — 
These, these arc arts pursued without a crime, 
That leave no stain upon the wing of time. 

Me poetry (or, rather, notes that aim 
Feebly ami vainly at poetic fame) 

Kniploys, shut out from more important views. 
Fust by the banks of the slow-winding Ouse ; 
C’ontent if, thus sequestered, I may raise 
A monitor’s, though not a poet’.*?, prai.se. 

And, while I teach an art too little known. 

To close life wisely, may not waste my own. 
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TIIB ARGUMENT. 

Origin of orror— Man endowed witli freedom of will— Moiivp? 
for action -Attractions of music— Tin* chase-^Tliose amiiM‘nif n*s 
not suited to the cdergy— Ca.se of Ofciimus— Force of cxaniil-- 
Due olwatvance of the Siil)hath — l.’ards and dancing — 'i he di iinl.nnl 
and the coxcornh — I'Villy and innocence —Hurtful p lea -ii ires— 
Virtuous plea-sures — KIlVcts of the iiToidinate indulgence of 
sure— Dangerous tendency of many works of imagination— .-V idv 
truphe to lord Chesiertiehl — Our earliest years the most im- 
portant — FashionaMi* edneation— The graml tour — Aecrim| li h 
ments liavc taken (lie place of virtue— (>?iialitio.s requisite in a 
critic of the Ihlde I’ower of tlie pvoo.^ — Solii ilude of ertlni ia-m 
to mak(>pro.SHl)tes— F«>ndne.ss of luthors fortheir literary 
The lilunderer impatient of oontradiciion — Moral f.mlis ar.il 
errors of the understanding reeiproeally produce one anolle r— 
'I’lie cup of plea.sure to he tasted with eiiution— Force of habit— 
The wanderer fiom the rigltt path directed to the croos. 


iSi quid loquar audiendum. non, t.in. iv. od.2. 

SiNO, mtiso, (if such a tlienie, so tltirk, so long, 

May find a muse to grace it tvilli a song,) 

By -what mtsecii and uuBnsjH'cted arts 
The serpent Error twines round liuman hearts ; 
^J’ell where she lurks, beneath what f.'owery shades, 
That not a glimpse of genuine light pervades, 

The pi)isonous, black, insinuating woini 
finccessfully conceals her loathsome form. 

Take, if ye ctih, ye careless and s.nj ine, 

Council and caution from a voice like mine! 
Truths, that the theorist could never reach. 

And observation taught me, I tvould teach. 

Not all, whose eloquence the fancy fills, 

Musical as the chime of tinkling rills, 
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■\VeaTc to perform, tljough mighty to pretend 
(’an tiucc her mazy windings to their end; 
l)i-eerii the fraud l)eHeath the specious lure, 

Ihvveiit the danger, or prescribe the cure. 

Tile clear harangue, and cold as it is clear. 

Tails soporific ou the listlets ear; 

Take quicksilver, the rhetoric they display 
.Shines as it runs, hut, graspM at, slips away. 

Placed for his trial on this bustling stage. 

From thoughtless youth to runiinating age, 

Free in his will to choose or to refuse, 

]\lan may improve the crisis, or abuse ; 

Khe, oil the fatalist's uiirigliteons plan, 

Say, to what bar amenable were man? 

AVith nonglit in charge he could- betray no trust: 

And, if he fell, would fall because he must ; 

If love reward him, or if vengeance strike, 

Ilis recompense in both unjust alike. 

Divine authority within his breast 

lirings every thought, word, action, to the test; 

Warns him or prompts, approves him or restrains, 

As reason, or as passion, takes the reins. 

Heaven from above, and conscience from within, 
Cries in his startled ear — Abstain from sin! 

Tiie world around st)licits his desire. 

And kindles in his soul a treacherous fire ; 

M’hile, all his purposes and steps to guard, 

Peace follows virtue as it?> sure reward ; 

And pleasure brings as surely in her train 
lieinorse, and sorrow, and viudictiv«- pain. 

Man, thus endued with an elective voice, 

Must he supplied with objects of his choice. 

Where’er he turns, enjoyment and delight. 

Or present or in prospect, meet his sight : 

Those open on the spot tlieir honey’d store; 

These call him loudly to pursuit of more. 

His unexhausted mine the sordid vice 
Avarice* shows, and virtue is the price. 

Here various motives his ambition raise — 

Power, pomp, and splendour, and the thirst of praise 
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There beauty woos him with expanded arms; 

E’en bacchanalian madness has its charms. 

Nor these alone, whose pleasures less refined 
Might well alarm the most unguarded mind, 

Seek to supplant his inexperienced youth, 

Or lead him devious from the path of truth ; 

Hourly allurements on his passions press, 

Safe in themselves, but dangerous in the excess. 

Hark ! how it floats upon the dewy air ! 

Oh what a dying, dying close was there ! 

*Tis harmony, from yon sequestered bower, 

Sweet harmony, that sootht^s the midnight hour 

Long ere the charioteer of day had run 

Ilis morning course the enchantment was begun ; 

And he shall gild yon mountain’s height again, 

Ere yet the pleasing toil becomes a pain. 

Is tills the rugged path, the steep ascent, 

That virtue points to ? Can a life thus spent 
Lead to the bliss she promises the wise, 

Detach the soul from earth, and speed her to tlu 
skies ? 

Ye devotees to your adored employ, 

Enllnisiasts, drunk with an unreal joy. 

Love makes the music of the blest above. 

Heaven’s harmony is universal love; 

And earthly sounds, though sweet and well combined. 
And lenient as soft opiates to the mind. 

Leave vice and folly unsubdued behind. 

Gray dawn appears ; the sportsman and his train 
Speckle the bosom of the distant plain ; 

*Tis he, the Nimrod of the neighbouring lairs ; 

Save that his scent is less acute than theirs, 

For persevering chase, and headlong leaps, 

True beagle as the stanchest hound he keeps. 

Charged with the folly of his life’s mad scene, 

He takes oft’ence, and wonders what you mean ; 

The joy the danger and the toil o’erpays — 

*Tis exercise, and health, and length of days. 

Again impetuous to the field he flies | 

Leaps every fence but one, there falls and dies ; 
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Liko a slain doer, tl)e tumbrel brings him homo, 
Uniuiss’d but by his dogs and by his groom. 

Ye clergy, while your orbit is your place, 

Lights of the world and stars of human race ; 
but, if eccentric ye forsake your sphere. 

Prodigies ominous and view’d with fear : 

The comet’s baneful influence is a dream ; 

Yours real, and pernicious in the extreme. 

^Vliat then ! — are appetites and lusts laid down 
With the same ease that man puts on his gown ? 

Will avarice and concupiscence give place, [Grace ? 
Charm’d by the sounds— Your Reverence, or your 
No. But his own engagement binds him fast ; 

Or, if it docs not, brands him to the last 
What atheists call him — a designing knave, 

A mere clmreh juggler, hypocrite, and slave. 

Oh, laugh or mourn with me the rueful jest, 

A cassock’d huntsman and a fiddling i)riest ! 
lie from Italian songsters takes his cue : 

Set Paul to music, he shall quote him too. 
lie takes the field. The master of the pack 
Cries— Well done, saint 1 and claps him on the back. 
Is this the path of sanctity ? Is this 
To stand a waymark in the road to bliss ? 

Ilinistdf a wanderer from the narrow way, 

Jlis silly sheep, v/hat wonder if they stray ? 

Go, cast your orders at your bishop’s feet. 

Send your dishommr’d gown to Monmouth Street ! 

The sacred function in your hands is made — 

Sad sacrilege ! — no function, but a trade I 
OcciDuus is a pastor of renown, 

When he has pray’d and preach’d the Sabbath down. 
With wire and catgut he concludes the day. 

Quavering and semiqiiavering care away. 

The full couccM-to swells upon your ear; 

All elbows shake. Ijook in, and you would swear 
The Babylonian tyrant with a nod 
' Had summon’d them to serve his golden god. 

So well that thought tlie employmeut seems to suit, 
Hsaltery and sackbut, dulcimer and flute. 
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O fie ! *tis evangelical and pure : 

Observe each face, how sober and demure! 

Ecstasy sets her stamp on every mien ; 

Cljins fallen, and not an eyeball to be seen. 

Still I insist^ though music heretofore 
Has charm’d me much, (not e'en Occinuus more,) 
Love, joy, and peace make harmony more meet 
For sabbath evenings, and perhaps as sweet. 

Will not the sickliest sheep of every flock 
Resort to this example as a rock ; 

There stand, and justify the foul abuse 
Of sabbath liours with plausible excuse ; 

If apostolic gravity be free 

To play the fool on Sundays, why not we ? 

If he the tinkling harpsichord regards 
As inofleusive, what offence in cards ? 

Strike up the fiddles, let us all be gay ! 

Laymen have leave to dance, if parsons play. 

O Italy !— Thy sabbatlis will he soon 
Our sabbaths, closed with mummery and buffoon. 
Preaching and prai ks will sliare tlie motley scene, 
Ours parcel I’d out, as thine have ever been, 

God’s worship and the mountebank between. 

Wliat says the prophet? Let tliat day be blest 
With holiness and consecrated rest. 

Pastime and business both it should exclude, 

And bar the door the moment they intrude ; 

>lol)Iy distinguish’d above all the six 
Hy deeds in which the world must never mix. 
Hear him again. He calls it a delight, 

A (lay of luxury observed aright. 

When the glad soul is made Heaven’s welcome 
guest, 

Sits banqueting, and God provides the feast. 

Hut trillers are engaged and cannot come; 

Tlieir answer to the call is — Not at home. 

Oh the dear pleasures of the velvet plain, 

The painted tablets, dealt and dealt again ! 

Cards, with what rapture, and the polish’d die, 
The yawning chasm of indolence supply I 
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Then to the dance, and make the sober moon 
Witness of joys that shun the siglit of noon. 

Bhime, cynic, if you can, quadrille or ball, 

Tlie snug close party, or the splendid hall, 

Where Night, down stooping from her ebon throne. 
Views constellations brighter than her own. 

’Tis innocent, and harmless, and refined, 

The balm of care, Elysium of the mind. 

Innocent ! Oh, if venerable Time 
Slain at the foot of Pleasure be no crime, 

Then, with his silver beard and magic wand, 

Let Coinus rise archbishop of the land ; 

Let him your ruhi ic and your feasts prescribe, 
Grand metropolitan of all the tribe. 

Of manners rough, and coai>e athk^ic cast, 

Tlie rank debauch suits Clodio’s filthy taste, 
hnfillus, exquisitely form’d by rule, 

Not of the moral but the dancing school, 

Wonders at Clodio’s follies, in a tone 

As tragical, as others at his own. 

lie cannot drink five bottles, bilk the s^ore. 

Then kill a constable, and drink five more; 
hut be can draw a pattern, make a tart, 

And has the ladies’ etiquette by heart. 

Go, fool ; and, arm in arm with (^lodio, plead 
Your cause before a bar you little dread ; 
lint know, the law that bids the drunkard die 
Is far too just to pass the triller by. 

I’otli baby-fcatared, and of inf.int size. 

View’d from a distance, and with heedless eyes^ 
Folly and innocence are so alike. 

The diiference, though essential, fails to strike. 

W't folly ever has a vacant stare, 

A simpering countenance, and a trifling air; 

Ihit Innocence, sedate, serene, erect, 

D' light-i us, by engaging our respect. 

Man, Nature’s guest by invitation sweet, 

Ifi eeivcs from her both appetite and treat ; 

Flit, if he play the glutton and exceed, 

His benefactress blushes at the deed. 
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For Nature, nice, as liberal to dispeiise, 

Made nothing but a brute the slave of sense. 

Daniel ate pulse by choice-example rare I 
Heaven bless’d the youtli, and made him fresh and fair. 
Gorgon 1U3 sits, abdominous and wan, 

Like a fat squab upon a Chinese fan : 

He snutfs far otf the anticipated joy ; 

Turtle and venison all his thoughts employ j 
Prepares for meals as jockeys take a sweat, 

Oh, nauseous ! — an emetic for a whet I 
Will Providence o’erlook the wasted good ? 
Temperance were no virtue if he could. 

That pleasures, therefore, or what such we call, 

Are hurtful, is a truth confess’d by all. 

And some, that seem to threaten virtue less, 

Still hurtful in the abuse, or by the excess. 

Is man then only for his torment placed 
The centre of delights he may not taste ? 

Like fabled Tantalus, condemned to hear 
The precious stream still purling in his ear. 

Lip-deep in what he longs for, and yet curst 
With prohibition and perpetual thirst ? 

No, wrangler— destitute of shame and sense, 

The precept, that enjoins him abstinence. 

Forbids him none but the licentious joy, 

Whose fruit, though fair, tempts only to destroy, 
llemorse, the fatal egg by Pleasure laid 
In every bosom where her nest is made. 

Hatch'd by the beams of truth, denies him rest. 

And proves a raging scorpion in his breast. 

No pleasure ? Are domestic comforts dead ? 

Are all the nameless sweets of friendship fled? 

Has time worn out, or fashion put to shame, 

Good sense, good health, good conscience, and good 
All these belong to virtue, and all prove [fame? 
That virtue has a title to your love. 

Have you no touch of pity, that the poor 
Stand starved at your inhospitable door? 

Or if yourself, too scantily supplied, 

Need help, let honest industry provide. 
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I'lnni, if you Avaiit; if you iiLoiuul, iinpnrt : 

Thv'^c both are pleasures to the feeling Iieart. 

^() pleasure ? lias some sickly eastern Avaste 
Sent us a wind to parch us at a blast ? 

Can British Paradise no scenes afford 
To please lier sated and indifferent lord ? 

Are sweet philosophy's enjoyments run 
(jiiite to the lees ? And has religion none 
Urates capable would tell jou ’tis a lie, 

And judge you from the kennel and the stye. 
l)i lights like these, ye sensual and profane, 

Ye are bid, begg'd, besought to entertain ; 
tail’d to these eiystal streams, do ye turn off 
Obscene to swill and swallow at a trough ? 

Knvy the beast, then, on whom Heaven bestows 
Your pleasures, with no curs'*s in the close. 

Pleasure admitted in undue degree 
I'lnslaves the will, nor leaves the judgment free. ‘ 

’Tis not alone the grape’s enticing juice 
rnuerves the moral powers, and mars tlieir use ; 
And)ition, avarice, and the lust of fame. 

And woman, lovely woman, does the same. 

The heart, surrender’d to the ruling power 
Of some ungovern’d passion every hour. 

Finds by degrees the truths that once bore sway, 

And all their deep impressions, wear away ; 

So coin grows smooth, in traffic ciii reut pass’d, 

Till Cu’sar’s image is efl’aced at last. 

The breach, though small at first, soon opening 
In rushes folly with a fnll-mooii tide, [wide, 

'1 hen welcome errors, of whatever size. 

To justify it by a thousand lies 
As creeping ivy clings to woo»l or stone, 

And hides the ruin that it feeds upon ; 

So sophistry cleaves close to and protects 
Sin’s rotten trunk, concealing its defects. 

Mortals, whose pleasures are their only care, 

First wish to be imposed on, and then are. 

And, lest the fulsome artifice should fail. 

Themselves will hide its coarseness with a veil. 



ISO THE PROGRESS OP ERROR. 

Not more iiidu'^trions arc* tlie just aiui true 
'i’o give to Virtue wliat is Virtue’s due — 

The praise of M isdoni, couieliiiess, and wortli. 
And cull her charius to ])uhlic notice forth — 
Thau Vice’s lueaii and uisiugeiiuous race 
To hide the shocking feuturi s of her face. 

Her form witi> dress ar.<l h»tiou they repair; 
Tlien kiss their idol, and pronounce her fair. 

The sacred inipleiueut I now employ 
]Might prove a »nis<-hi'‘f,*or :i1 hest a toy ; 

A tritle, if it move he.t to niiiiee ; 

Ihit, if to Avrone; the iiidgnicut and abuse, 

Worse than a jxini'.id iu the has.si hand, 

It stabs at once fh<“ mo.als of a land. 

Ye writers of vliat none willi safety reads, 
Tooting it in the d:*i:e ■ lluit leads ; 

Ye novelists, who mar what 'e wandd mend, 
Snivelling and <\ri\v I!iii'> folly without end; 
AVhose eorresjiondis ;» nli^:(^> till tl.v'ream 
AVith sentimental fr ■.pj)e;y and diwiin, 

Caught iu a delicate ^o^t sillwii net 
IJy some lewal earl, <>•,• rak h' ll har<*net: 

A’(! pimj)'!, whf), under a! line's (air pretence, 
Steal to Il:e closet (-f V)!u,'>: ini.oeene<*, 

And teu'di her, iiu'A]) rlia eed Act ami green, 
To.scril)hle as aou >< iii>hled at hfieen ; 

AVho, kindling a eoiuhust’on of dc'^in*, 

AVitli some eold ine/r..l ihina to (joeneh tla* fire; 
'I’lioiigli all AOiir ei.giue< ring proAc*.' in A aiii 
The diabbling sti*eaiu ne’er ]mts it (uit again; 

Oil that a verse had power, and could command 
Tar, far aAva v, these llesh-tiies of the land, 

AVho fasten without mercy on the fair, 

And suck, and leave a craving maggot there ! 
Howe’er disguised the inlhMumatory tale. 

And cover’d with a line-spun specious veil ; 
Snell w .iteis, au’l such readers, oAve the gust 
Ami n li; h of their plea, nre all to lust, 

l?nt the muse, ea'-'le-pi.d.on'i!, Inm iu view 
A quarry more important still than you ; 
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Down, down tin? wind sht* swimF, and sails awaj’’, 
^^)^v stoops upon it, and now' grasps tiu‘ prey. 

Petuonius! all the muses weep for thee ; 

Ihit every tear shall seald thy memory : 

'I’he graces too, wlfile Virpn* at their shrine 
Lay bleeding under that soft hand of tiiine, 

Felt each a mortal stah in her ow'n breast, 
Ahliorr’d the sacrillee and cursed the priest. 

'i'lion polish’d and high-fiuish’d foe to truth, 
(Irayheard corrupl.'r of our listening youth, 

'J’o [iurga and ;l\im away the filth of vice, 

That so refined it might the more cuitice, 

Then pour it on the morals of thy son, 

'I'o faint Ills heart was worthy of thine ov.'u ! 

Xow', while the jioison all high life I'.ervadcs, 
Write, if thou eaiist, one letter from the shades. 
One, and one only, eha g'd with deep regret, 

Tliat thy worst part, thy principles live yet; 

One sad epistle thence may eiiiv inanKind 
Of tin* plngiu* s])i\ ad In Imndlei left behind. 

’Tis granted, ainl no plainer truth appears, 

Oiir most imp.'irtant are our earliest \cars; 
vl’lie mind, iin{)re-,sihle and soft, with ea^e 
linliihes and copies what she hears and sees. 

And through life’s labyrinth holds fast the clue 
'riiat hhineation gives her, false or true. 

Plants raised with tenderness are seldom strong; 
M Ill's cidtisii disijosition asks the thong; 

And without discijiliiie the favourite child. 

Like a neglected forester, run.s wild. 

Ihit we, as if good qualities w’oiild grow 
Spontaneous, take hut Utile pains to sow : 

We give Svime Latin and asmatch of (i reek; 
'J\'a(‘h him to fence and figure twice a week; 

And having done, we think, the he.st w'c can, 
Praise his proficiency, and dub him man. 

From school to Cam or Isis, and thence liome; 
Aihl tluMite with all convenient sjieed to Rome, 
V.’ith re\c*rend tutor, clad in liabit lay, 

To tease for cash, and quarrel with all daj' ; 
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With memorandum hook for every town, 

And every post, and wdiere the chaise broke down ; 
His stock, a few French phrases got by heart, 

With much to learn, but nothing to impart ; 

The youth, obedient to his sire’s commands, 

Sets off a wanderer into foreign lands. 

Surprised at all they meet, the gosling pair. 

With awkward gait, stretch’d neck, and silly stare, 
Discover huge cathedrals built with stone. 

And steeples towering, high, much like our owm ; 
Hut show peculiar light by many a grin 
At popish practices observed within. 

Ere long some bowing, smirking, smart abbe 
Remarks two loiterers that have lost their w ay ; 
And being always primed with politesse 
For men of their appearance and address, 

With mueh compassion undertakes the task 
To tell them more than they have w it to ask ; 
Points to inscriptions wheresoe’er tliey tread, 

Such as, when legible, were never read, 

But being canker’d now and half w’orn out, 

Craze anti<iiuirian brains with endless doubt 
Some headless hero, or some Casar shows — 
Defective only in his Komaii nose; 

Exhibits elevations, drawings, plans, . 

Models. of Herculean pots and pans: 

And sells them medals, which, if neither rare 
Nor ancient, will he so, preserved with care. 

Strange the recital ! from whatever cause 
His great improvement and new lights he draws, 
The squire, once bashful, is shamefaced no more, 
But teems with powa*rs he never felt before ; 
Whether increased momentum, and the force 
With wdiich from clime to clime he sped liis cours ', 
(As axles sometimes kindle as they go,) 

Chafed him, and brought dull nature to a glow' ; 

Or whether clearer skies and softer air 
That make Italian flowers so sweet and fair, 
Freshening his lazy spirits as he ran, 

Unfolding genially, and spread the man j 
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Ht lnming, he proclaims, by many a grace, 

]ly shrugs and strange contortions of his face, 
llow much a dunce that has been stmt to roam, 
Kxcels a dunce that has been kept at home. 

Aecomplishments have taken virtue’s place, 

Ai^d wisdom falls before exterior grace : 

We slight the precious kernel of the stone. 

And toil to polish its rough coat alone. 

A just deportment, manners graced with ease, 
Klegant ])hrase, and figure form’d to please, 

Are qualities that seem to comprehend 
"Whatever parents, guardians, schools, intend, 
Hence an unfurnish’d and a listless mind. 

Though busy, trifling; empty, though refined; 
Hence all that interferes, and dares to clash 
AVitli indolence and luxury, is trasli ; 

AVhile learning, once the man’s exclusive pride, 
Se(iins verging fast towards the female side. 
Learning itself, received into a mind 
Hy natun* weak, or viciously ineliiied, 

Serves but to lead philosophers astray, 

"Where children would with ease discern the 
way. 

And of all arts sagacious dupes invent, 

’r<) cheat themselves and gain the world’s assent, 
The worst is — Scripture warp’d from its intent. 

The carriage bowls along, and all are pleased 
If 'Pom be sober, and the wheels well greased ; 

Hut if the rogue be gone a cup to() far, 

T a‘ft out liis linebpin, or forgot his tar, 

It suflers interruption and d'day, 

And meets with hindrance in tlie smoothest way. 
When some hypothesis absurd and vain 
Has filled with all its fumes a critic’s brain. 

The text that sorts not with his darling whim, 
Though plain to otliers is obscure to liim. 

The will made subject to a lawless force, 

All is irregular and out of course; 

And .Judgment drunk, and bribed to lose his way, 
Winks hard, and talks of darkness at noonday. 



131 


THE PROGIIESS OF ERROR. 


A critic on the sacred book should l)e 
Candid and learned, dispassionate and free ; 

Free from the wayward bias bigots feel, 

From fancy’s influence, and inN*mperate zeal*, 

Ihit above all, (or let the wretch relrain, 

Nor touch the page he cannot but profane,) 

Free from the domineering power of lubt ; 

A lewd interpreter is never just. 

How shall I speak thee, or thy power addre~s, 
Thou god of our idolatry, the Press ? 
lly thee religion, liberty, and laws, 

Kxert their influence and advance- their can've : 

By tliee worse plagues than Pliaraob’s land befell, 
Diflused, make Karih the vestibule of Hell; 

Thou fountain, at wliieli drink the good jnul v/ise, 
Thou ever-bubbling spring of endless lies ; 

Like' Eden’s dread probationary tree, 

Knowledge of good and evil is froin thee! 

No wild enthusiast evi-r y< t could rest 
Till lialf iiuuikiiid were like himself posscssM. 
Philosophers, who darken and put out 
Eternal truth by everlasting doubt; 

Church quacks, with pa-^sious under no command, 
Who fill the world with doctrines contra! and, 
Discoverers of they know not what, confined 
Witliiii no honndr,~tlie blind tied leail the blind; 
To streams of popular opinion drawn, 

Deposit in those shallous all tlmir sj)awn. 

''JMie wriggling fry soon fill the creeks around, 
Poisoning the waters where their swarms abound. 
Scorn’d by the nobler tenants of the flood, 

Minnows and gudgeons gorge the unwholesome food. 
The pr()pagat(*d myriads spread so fast, 

E’en Leuwenlioeek himself would .stand aghast. 
Employ’d to e.aleulato the enormous sum, 

And own his erah-compntiug powers o’ercome. 

Is this hyperbole ? 'I’be uorld well known, 

Your sober thoughts will hardly find it one. 

Fresh confidenee the foiecnlatist takes 
From every hair-hrain’d proselyte he makes ; 
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And therefore prints: liinisolf hut Iiulf deceived, 
Till others have the sootliin" tale heliexed. 
lienee comment after comment, spun as line 
As bloated spiders draw the llims}- line, 
lienee the sanu^ word th’t hid.s our lusts oliey 
nusap])li(Ml to ^auclify lh(*ir sway. 

If^tllbhorn (jlreek refuse to be bis iViend, 

Hebrew or Syriac shall be forced to bend; 

If languages and copies all cry, ?\o - 
Somebody proved it centuries ago. 

Like trout pursued, the c:itic in <le''j)air 
Harts to the mud, and finds his safety there, 
Women, whom custotn has forbid to I’y 
The scholar’s ])iteli. (the scholar lx.st knows why,) 
With all the simple and iiulelter’d poor. 

Admire his learning, and almost a. lore. 

Whoever errs, tlie priest can ne’er be wroiig, 
itli such Hue wc'xis fattiiliar to bis tongue. 

Ye ladies ! ( for, indilleront in y< nr eanse, 

I '•bonld deserve tt) forfeit all appl.:pv<*) 

Whatever shocks or gi\e'- the Lstst oi.ejsce 
To virtm*, delicacy, truth, or iu a, e. 

(’fry tlie criterion, ’tis a futlifnl gtiide,) 

Nor has, nor can have, Serlpoare on its side. 

None but an antlmr knows an author's cares, 

Hr fancy’s r)ndn:'''S i‘or (lie clnld sli.* Ikjms. 
('ommitted once into the pn]»lie arire^. 

'fhe baby seems to sn.ile uith adih d charms. 

Like something ]n*ec;ons ventured (ar fi’inn sJiorc, 
’’Lis valued for the danger’s sake the more. 

He views it with complacency lupreme, 

.Solicits kind attention to his tlrcarn ; 

Ai;d daily, more enamonr’d of the' clieat, 

Kneels, and asks Heaven to hi- i-s the dear deceit. 
So one, who>(' story ser^.. -. at lea^t t(» siiow 
IHen loved tlieir own p, odnci!4,i.s long a'M>, 

Wooed an iinfe. ling statue for his v. ife. 

Nor resti'd till the gods had given it life. 

If some mere driveller suck the sugar’d fdv 
One that still needs liis leading string and bib, 
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And praise his genius, he is soon repaid 
In praise applied to the same part — his head , 
For ’tis a rule that holds for ever true. 

Grant me discernment, and I grant it you. 

Patient of eontrailictioii as a child, 

Affable, humble, diffident, and mild ; 

Such was sir Isaac, and such Boyle and Locke; 
Your blunderer is as sturdy as a rock. 

The ei-eaturc is so sure to kick and bite, 

A muleteer’s the man to set him rigid. 

First Appetite enlists him Truth’s sworn foe, 
Then obstinate Self-will confirms him so. 

Tell him he wanders ; that his error leads 
To fatal ills; that though the path he treads 
Be flowery, and he st‘e no cause of fear. 

Death and the jiains of hell atteiid him there : 

In vain; the slave of arrogance and pride. 

He has no hearing on the prudent side. 

His still refuted quirks In* still repeats; 

New raised objections with new quibbles meets; 
Till, sinking in the quicksand he defends. 

He dies disputing, and the contest ends — 

But not the mischiefs; they, still left behind, 
Like thistle-seed.s, are sown by every wind. 

'i'lius men go wrong with an ingenious skill; 
Bend the straight ruh; to their own crooked will 
And, with a clear and shining lamp supplied, 
First put it out, then take it A.>r a guide. 

Halting on crutches of unequal si/ce, 

One leg l>y truth support«*d, one hy lies, 

They sidle to the goal M’ith awkward pace 
Secure ofiiotliing — but to lose tlie race. 

Faults in the life breed errors in the brain. 
And these rcci[)rocally those again. 

The mind and conduct mutually imprint 
And stamp their image in each other’s mint ; 
Each, sire and dam of an infernal race, 
Begetting and conceiving all that’s base. 

None sends his arrow to tlie mark in view, 
Whose hand is feeble or his aim untrue. 
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For thougli, ere yet tlie shaft is on the wing, 

Or when it first forsahes the elastic string, 

It err but little from the intentled line, 

Jt falls at last far wide of his design j 
St) he who seeks a mansion in the sky, 

Must watch his iiurpose with a stedfast eye ; 

That prize belongs to none but the sincere. 

The least obliquity is fatal here. 

With caution taste the sweet Circean cup ; 
lie that sips often, at last drinks it up. 

Habits are soon assumed ; ‘ but wdien we strive 
To strip them off, ’tis being Hay’d alive. 

Call’d to the temple of impure d<diglit, 

Ho that abstains, and he alone, does right. 

If a wish wander that way, call it home ; 

He cannot long be safe whose wishes roam. 

Hut if you pass the threshold, you are caught; 

Die then, if power Almighty save you not. 

There hardening by degrees, till double steel’d, 

Take leave of nature’s God, and God reveal’d; 

Then laugh at all you Ircinhled at before ; 

And, joining the free thinkers’ brutal roar, 

Swallow the tw’o grand nostrums they dispense — 
'rimt Scripture lies, and blasphemy is sense. 

If clemency revolted by abuse 
Ho damnable, tlien damn’d without excuse. 

Some dream that they can silence, when they will, 
Tlie storm of passion, and say, Peace be still : 

Hilt “Thus far and no farther,” when aildross’d 
To the wild wave, or wilder human breast, 

Implies authority that never can. 

That never ought to be the lot of man. 

Hut, mn;;e, forbear; long flighfs forbr.de a fall ; 
Strike on tlie deep-toned clionl the sum of all. 

Hear the just law — tlie jude.ment of the skies ! 

He that hates trutli shall be the dupe of lies ; 

And he that will be cheated to the la^t. 

Delusions strong as hell shall bind him fast. 

Hut if the wanderer his mistake discern, 

Judge his own W'ays, and sigh for a return, 
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Bewilder’d once, must he bewail his loss 
For ever and for ever ? No — the cross ! 

There and there only (though the deist rave, 
And atheist, if Earth bear so base a slave) ; 
There and there only.is the power to save. 
There no delusive hope invites despair ; 

No mocke^ meets yon, no deception there. 

The spellsEnd charms, that blinded you before, 
All vanish there, and fascinate no more. 

I am no preacher, let this hint suffice — 

The cross once seen is death to every vice ; 

Else he that hting there sulfer’d all his pain, 
Bled, groan’d, and agonized, and died, in vain. 
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Si tc forte meoB-gravis uret sarcina chart, 'c, 
Abjicito. HOR. MB. I. £P. 13. 

A. You told me, I remember, glory, built 
On selfish principles, is shame and guilt : 

The deeds, that men admirt^ as half divine. 

Stark naught, because corrupt in their design. 
Strange doctrine this I that without scruple tears 
The laurel that the very lightning spares { 
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Brings down the warrior’s trophy to tlie dust. 

And cats into his blofxly sword like rust. 

B. I grant that, men continuing wliat they are, 
Fierce, avaricious, proud, there must he war. 

And never meant the rule should "lx* applied 
To him that fights with justice on his side. 

I.e( laurels drench’d in pure Parnassian dews 
Eewurd his memory, dear to every muse; 

Who, with a courage of unshaken root, 

In honour’s field advancing his linn foot, 

Plants it upon theiine that .Instice draws, 

And will prevail or perish in her cause. 

’Tis to the. virtues of .''uch men man owes 
Ills portion in the good that lh*aven bchtows. 

And, when recording History di.‘-pla}s 

Feats of renown, tliongh wu'onglit in ancient days. 

Tells of a few stout hearts, that fouglit and died, 

Where duty placed them, nt their country’s side; 

Tlie man that is not moved with what he reads, 

That takes not fire at their lieroic ileeds, 

Unwortliy of the blessings of the brave. 

Is base iu kind, and horn to he a slave. 

But let eternal infamy pmvue 
The wretch to nought hut his ambition true, 

Who, for the .^ake of filling with one blast 
The post-horns of all Kiirope, lays her waste, 

'I'liink yourself stationed on a towering rock, 

To see a people seattcT’d like a flock, 

Some royal mastiff panting at their heels, 

With all the .savage thii\st a tiger feels ; 

Then view him self-proclaim’d in a gazette 
Chief monster that has plagued the nations yet. 

The globe and sceptre in such haiuli misplticed, 

Those ensigns of dominion, how disgraced ! 

The glass, that bids man mark the tleeting hour, 

And Death’s own sc\ the, would better speak his power; 
'I'hen grace the bony phantom in their stoa<l 
With the kind’s slioiilderknot and gay cockade; 

Clothe the twin brethren in each other’s dress, 

The same their occupation and success. 
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A. 'Tis your belief the world was made for man j 
Kings do but reason on the self-same plan : 
Maintaining your&, you cannot theirs condemn, 

Who think, or seem t<» think, n.rtn made for them. 

B. Seldom, alas T the power of logic reigns 
With much sufficiency in royal brains; 

Such reasoning falls like an inverted cone. 

Wanting its proper base to stand upon. 

Man nia<le for kings ! those optics are bnt dim 
That tell you so — say, rather, they for him. 

That werc ind<.*cd a king-ennobling thought, 

Could they, or would they, reason as they ought. 

The diadem, with mighty projects lined, 

To catch renown by ruining mankind, 

Is worth, with all its gold and glittering store, 

Just what the toy will sell for. and no more. 

Oh ! bright occasions of dispensing good, 

How seldom used, how little understood ! 

To pour in Virtue’s lap her just reward; 

Keep Vice restrain’d behind a double guard ; 

To quell the faction that all’ronts the tlironc 
Hy silent inagnanimily alone; 

To nurse with tender care the thriving arts ; 

Watch every beam Philo.sopIiy imparts ; 

To give Holigion her unbridled scope, 

Nor judge by statute a believer’s hope ; • 

With close fidelity and love unfeign’d 
To keep the matrimonial bond nnstaiu’d ; 

Covetous only of a virtuous prai.se : 

His life a lesson to the hind he sways; 

To touch the sword with conscientious awe. 

Nor draw it but when duty bids him draw; 

To sheath il in thfl peace-restoring close 
With joy beyond what victory bestows — 

Ble.st country, where these kingly glories shine! 

Blest Kngland, if this happiness be thine ! 

A. Guard what you say : the ]iatriotic tribe 
Will sneer, and charge you with a bribe. — B, A bribe? 
The worth of his three kingdoms I defy, 

To lure me to the baseness of a lie ; 
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Aull, of all lies, (be that one poet’s boast,) 

The lie that Hatters I abhor tlie most. 

Those arts be theirs who hate his gentle reign, 

But he that loves him has no need to feign. 

A. Your smooth eulogium, to one crown address’d, 
Seeftjs to imply a censure on the rest. 

B. Qiievedo, as he tells his sober tale, 

Ask’d, when in hell, to see the royal jail ; 

Approv’d their method in all other things; 

But where, good sir, do you confine your kings ? 

Tliere — said his guide — the group is in full view. 
Indeed! — replied the don — there arc but few. 

Ills black interpreter the charge disdain’d — 

Few, fellow? there are all that ever reign’d. 

Wit. uiidistinguishiiig, is apt to .•strike 
The guilty and not guilty both alike : 

I grant tiie sarcasm is too severe. 

And we can readily refute it here ; 

While Alfred’s name, the father of his age, 

And the Sixth Fd ward’s grace the historic page. 

A. Kings then at last have but tlie lot of all : 

By their own conduct they must stand or fall. 

Ij. True. While they live, the courtly laureate pays 
Ills <iuitrent ode, his peppercorn of praise. 

And many a dunce, 'whost* fingers itch to write, 

Adds, as he can, his tributary mite ; 

A subject’s faults a subject may proclaim, 

A uionarch’s errors are forbidden game ! 

’I’hns, free from censure, overawed by fear, 

And pvni.s’d for virtues that they tcoru to wear, 

The fleeting forms of majesty engage 
IJespect, while stalking o’er life's narrow stage; 

Then leave their crimes for history to scan. 

And ask, 'svith busy scorn. Was this the man ? 

1 pity kings, whom worship waits upon, 

0])scquious from the cradle to the throne ; 

Before whose infant eyes the flatterer bows. 

And binds a wreath about tlieir baby brows : 

Whom education stiffens into state, 

And death awakens from tliat dream too late. 
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Oh ! if servility with supple knees, 

Whose trade it is to .'.mile, to crouch, to please ; 
If smooth dissimulation, skill’d to gi ace 
A devil’s purpose with an angel’s face; 

If smiling peeixwes and simpering peers, 
Enconipa.‘'Sing his throne a few Uiort years; 

If the gilt carriage and the pamper’d steed, 

That M'ants no driving, and disdains the lead : 

If guards, mechanically form’d in ranks, 
Playing, at beat of drum, their martial pranks, 
Shouldering and standing as if stuck to stone, 
While condescending majesty looks on — 

If monarchy consist in sueh base things. 
Sighing, I say again, I pity kings ! 

To be suspected, thwarted, and withstood, 

E’en when he labours for his country’s good; 

To see a band call’d patriot for no cause. 

But that they catch at popular applause. 

Careless of all the anxiety he feeh. 

Hook disappointment on the public wheels; 
With all their tlippaht lluency of tongue, 

M«st confi<lcnt, when palpably most wrong 
If this be kingly, tlien farewell for me 
All kingship, and may I be poor and free 1 
To be tile Table Talk of eliiiis up stairs, 

To which the unu ash’d artificer repairs, 

To indulge his genius after long fatigue, 

By diving into cabinet intrigue ; 

(For wliut kings deem a toil, as well tliey may. 
To him is relaxation and mere play,) 

To win no praise when well-wrc^ught plans 
prevail, 

But to be rudely censur’d when' they fail; 

To doubt the love his favourites may pretend, 
Ami in reality to find no friend ; 

If he indulge a cultivate<l taste, 

Ilis galleries w^ith the works of art well graced,. 
To hear it cali’tl extraviiganee and waste; 

If these attendants, and if such as these, 

Must follow royalty, then welcome case ; 
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However humble and confined* the sphere, 

Happy the state that has not these to fear ! 

A. Thus men, whose tlioughts contemplative have 
dwelt 

On situations that they never felt, 

Start up sagacious, cover’d with the dust 
Of dreaming study and pedantic rust. 

And prate preach about what others prove, 

As if the wtjiwd and they were hand and glove. 

Leave kil^^y backs to cope with kingly cares ; 

They have their weight to carry, subjects theirs ; 

Poets, of all men, ever least regret 
Increasing taxes and the nation’s debt. 

Could you contrive the payment, and rehearse 
Tlie mighty plan, oracular, in verse, 

No bard, howe’er majestic, old or new, 

{should claim my fix’d attention more than you. 

ii. Not Hrindley nor Bridgewater would essay 
To turn the course of Helicon that way ; 

Nor would the Nine consent the sacred tide 
Should purl amidst the traffic of Cheapside, 

Or tinkle in ’Cluinge Alley, to amuse 
The leatliern ears of stockjobbers and Jews. 

A. Vouchsafe, at least, to pitch the key of rhyme, 

To themes more pertinent, if kss sublime. 

When ministers and ministerial arts; 

Patriots, w-ho love good places at their hrarts ; 

When adnjirals, cxtoll’d for standing still, 

Or doing nothing with a deal of skill ; 

Cionerals, who will not conquer when they may. 

Firm friends to peace, to pleasure, and good 

When Freedom, wounded almost to dc.'spair, 

Though .discon tent alone can find out where — 

When themes like these employ the poet’s tongue, 

I liear as mute as if a syren sung. 

Or tell me, if you cmi, wdiat power maintains 
A Briton’s scorn of arbitrary chains? 

That were a theme might animate the dead, 

And move the lips of poets cast in lead. 
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B. Tlie caus.e, though worth the search, may 
Conjecture and remark, however shrewd. [el 
They take, perhaps, a well-directed aim. 

Who seek it in his climate and his frame. 

Liberal in all things else, yet Nature here 
With stern severity deals out the year. 

Winter invades the spring, and often pours 
A chilling flood on summer’s drooping flowers ; 
Unwelcome vapours quench autumnal beams, 
Ungenial blasts attending curl the streams : 

The peasants urge their harvest, ply the fork 
With double toil, and shiver at their work ; . 

Thus with a rigour, for his good design’d. 

She rears her favourite man of all mankind. 

His form robust and of elastic tone, 

Proportion’d well, half muscle and half bone, 
Supplies with warm activity and force 
A mind well lodged, and masculine of course. 
Ilcncc Liberty, s>vect Liberty inspires 
And keeps alive his fierce but noble fires. 

Patient of constitutional control, 

He bears it with meek manliness of soul ; 

But, if authority grow wanton, woe 
To him that' treads upon his free-born toe; 

One step beyond the boundary of the laws 
Fires him at once in Freedom’s glorious cause. 
Thus proud Prerogative, not nuieh rever'd, 
seldom felt, tliongh sometimes seen and heard ; 
And in his cage, like parrot fine and gay, 

Is kept to strut, look big, and talk away. 

Born in a climate softer far than ours. 

Not formed like us, with such Herculean powers, 
The Frenchman, easy, debonair, and brisk, 

Give him his lass, his fiddle, and his frisk, 

Is always happy, reign whoever may, 

And laughs the sense of misery far away : 

He drinks his simple beverage with a gust ; 

And, feasting on an onion and a crust, 

Wc never feel the alacrity and joy 

With which he shouts and carols, Vive Ic Roy I 
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Fill’d with as bvticIi true merriment and glee 
As if he heard his king say — Slave, he free. 

Thus happiness depends, as Nature shows, 
liCss on exterior things than most suppose. 

Vigilant over all that he has i^iade, 

Kind Providence attends with gracious aid ; 

Pills equity throughout his M'orks prevail, 

And weighs the nations in an even scale ; 
lie can encourage slavery to a smile, 

And fill with discontent a British isle. 

A. Freeman and slave tlien, if the ease he such, 
Stand on a level ; and you prove too rnucli : 

Jfall men indiscriminately share 
llis fostering power, and tutelary care, 

As well he yoked by Despotism’s hand, 

As dwell at large in Britain’s charter’d land. 

1). No. Freedom has a thousand charms to show 
That slaves, howe’er contented, never know. '• 

The mind attains heneath her happy reign 
The growth that Nature meant she should attain ; 
The varied fields of science, ever new, 

Opening and wider opening on her view, 

She ventures onward with a prosperous force, 

While no base fear impeden her in her course : 

Ih ligiou, richest favour of the skies, 

Stands most reveal’d before the freeman’s eyes ; 

No shades of superstition blot the day, 

Jiiberty chases all that gloom aw'u}'. 

'I’lie soul, emancipated, uiioppress'd, 

Free to prove all things and hold fast the hist, 
Learns much ; and to a thousand listening minds 
Coiiimuiiicatcs with joy the good she finds j 
Courage in arms, and ever prompt to show 
llis manly forehead to the fiercest foe ; 

Glorious ill war, but for the sake of peace, 

Bis spirits rising as his toils increase, 

Guards well what arts and industry have w’on, 

And Freedom claims liini for her firstborn son. 
Slaves fight for what w'ere better cast away — 

The chain that binds them, and a tyrant’s sway ; 
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But they that fight for freedom undertake 
The noblest cause mankind can have at stake 
Beligion, virtue, truth, whate’er we call 
A blessing — freedom is the pledge of all. 

O Liberty ! the prisou^’s pleasing dream» 

The poet's muse, his p^sion, and his theme ; 

Genius is thine, and thou art Fancy’s nurse ; 

Ijost without thee the ennobling powers of verse* 
Heroic song from thy free touch acquires 
Its clearest tone, the rapture it inspires. 

Place me where Winter breathes his keenest air, 

And I will sing, if Liberty be there ; 

And I will sing at Liberty’s dear feet, 

In Afric’s torrid clime, or India’s fiercest heat. 

A. Sing where you please; in such a cause. I grant 
An Knglish poet’s privilege to rant; 

But is not freedom — at least, is not ours 
Too apt to play the wanton wdth her powers. . 

Grow freakish, and. o’erleaping every mound. 

Spread anarchy and terror all around ? 

B. Agreed. But would you sell or slay your liorse 
For bounding and curvetting in his course ? 

Or if, when ridden with a careless rein, 
lie break away, and seek tlio distant plain ? 

No. His high mettle, under good control, 

Gives him Olympic speed, and shoots Iiiiu to the goal. 
Let Discipline employ her wholesome arts ; 

Let magistrates alert perform their parts, 

Not skulk or put on a prudential mask, 

As if their duty were a'des|)erute task ; 

Let active laws apply the needful curb. 

To guard the peace that riot would disturb ; 

And Liberty, preserved from wild excess. 

Shall raise no feuds for armies to suppress. 

When Tumult lately burst his prison door, 

And set plebeian thousands in a roar ; 

»rheu he usurp’d authority’s just place, 

And dared to look his master in the face ; 

When the rude rabble’s watchword was — Destroy, 
And blazing London seem’d a second Troy ; 
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Liberty blush’d, and hunpj her drooping head, 
lit'held their progress with the deepest dread ; 
iil ash’d that effects like these she should produce, 
Worse than the deeds of gallej’-slaves broke loose. 

She loses in such shu’ms her very name. 

And fierce licentiousness should hear the blame. 
Incomparable gem ! thy worth untold: . 

Cheap, though blood-bought, and thrown away when 
May- no foes ravish thee, and no false friend [sold 
betray thee, v'hile professing to defend 1 
Prize it, ye ministers; ye monarchs, spare; 

Ye patriots, guard it with a miser's care. 

A. Patriots, alas ! the few that have been found, 
Where most they flourish, upon English ground, 

Tlic country’s need have scantily supplied, 

And the last left the scene when Chatham died. 

IJ. Not so— the virtue still adorns our age, 

I’hough the chief actor died upon the stage. 

In him Demosthenes was heard again ; 

Liberty taught him her Athenian strain ; 

Slie ehdhed him with authority and awe, 

Spoke from h's lips, and in his looks gave law. 

His spe(‘ch, his form, his action, full of grace, 

And all his country l)eaming in his face, 

He stood, as some inimitable band 

Would strive to make a Paul or Tiilly stand. 

Xo sycophant or slave?, that dared oppose 
Her sacred cause, but trembled when he rose ; 

And every venal stickler for the yoke 

Pelt himself crush’d at the first word he spoke. 

Such men are raised to station and command, 

When Providence means mercy to a land. 

He s])eaks, and they appear ; to him they owe 
^kill to direct, and strengtli to strike tlie blow; 

To manage with address, to seize with power 
Tin- crisis of a dark decisive houi\ 

So (Hdemi earn’d a victory not his own ; 

Subserviency his praise, and that alone. 

Poor England ! thou art a devoted deer, 

Beset with every ill but that of fear. 
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The nations hunt ; all mark thcc for a prey ; 

Tliey swarm around thee, and thou staudVt at bay ; 
Undaunted still, though wearied and perplex’d, 
Once Chatham saved thee ; but who saves thee next 
Alas ! the tide of pleasure sweeps along 
All that should be the boast of British song. 

*Tis not the wreath that once adorn’d thy brow, 
The prize of happier times, will serve thee now. 
Our ancestry, a gfillant Christian race, 

Patterns of every virtue, every grace, 

Confess'd a God; they kneel’d before they fought, 
And praised him in the victories ha wrought. 

Now from the dust of.ancient days bring forth 
Their sober zeal, integrity, and worth ; 

Courage, ungraced by these, affronts the sides, 

Is but the fire without the sacrifice. 

The stream that feeds the wellspring of the heart 
Not more invigorates life’s noblest part, 

Than virtue quickens with a warmth divine 
The powers that sin has brought to a decline. 

ji. The inestimable estimate of Brown 
Hose like a paper-kite, and charmed tlie town ; 

But nk*asures, planii’d and executed well, 

Shifted the wind that raised it, and it fell, 
lie trod the very selfsame ground you tread, 

And victory refuted all he said. 

B. And yet his judgment was not fi amcd anuL:i ; 
Its error, if it err’d, was merely tins — 

He thought the dying Iiour already come, 

And a complete recovery struck him dumb. 

But that effeminacy, folly, lust, 

Hnervat.e and enfeeble, and needs must ; 

And that a nation shamefully debused 
Will be despised and trampled on at lasit, 

Unless sweet penitence her powers renew, 

Is truth, if history itself bo true. 

There is a time, and justice marks tlic date, 

For long-forbearing clemency to wait ; 

That hour elapsed, the incurable revolt 
Is punish’d, and down comes the thunderbolt. • 
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If Mercy then put by the threatening blow, 

Must she perform the same kind olKce now ? 

May she I and, if offended Heaven Ite still 
Accessible, and prayer prevail, she will, 

’Tis not, however, insolence and noise, 

Tiic tempest of tumultuary joys, 

Nor is it yet despondence and dismay 
Will M’in her visits or engage her stay; 

Prayer only, and the penitential tear. 

Can call her smiling down, and fix her here. 

But when a country (one that I could name) 

Tn prostitution sinks the sense of shame : 

When infamous venality, gi’own bold, 

IVritcs oil his bosom, to he let^r sold ; 

When perjury, that lieaven-dofying vice, 

Sells oaths by tale, and at the lowest price, 

Stamps God’s own name upon a lie just made 
To turn a penny in the way of trade ; 

Wlien avarice starves (and never hides his face) 
Two or three millions of the human race, 

And not a tongue inquires how, where, or when, 
’J’liough coiivscience will have twinges now and then 
Wlien profanation of tin; sacred cause 
In all its parts, times, ministry, and laws, 

Bespeaks a land, once (yhristian, fallen and lost, 

In all that wars against that title most; 

What follows next let cities of great name, 

And regions long since desolate proclaim. 

Nineveh, Babylon, and ancient Borne 
Speak to the present times and times to come; 

They cry aloud ii#every careless ear. 

Stop, Avhile ye may ; suspend your mad career ; 

0 learn, from our example and our fate, 

Bearn wisdom and repentance ere too late! 

Not only Vice di^poses and prepares 
The mind that slumbers sweetly in her snares. 

To stoop to tyranny’s usurp’d command, 

And bend her polish’d neck beneath his hand 
(A dire effect, by one of Nature’s laws 
Unchangeably connected with its cause) ; 
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But Providence himself will intervene, 

To throw his dark displeasure o’er the scene. 

All are his instruftnents ; each form of war, 

What burns at home, or threatens froni afar, 

Nature in arms, her elements at strife, 

The storms that overset the joys of life, 

Are but his rods to scourge a guilty land, 

And waste it at the bidding of his hand. 

He gives the word, and mutiny soon roars 
In all her gates, and shakes her distant shores ; 

The standards of all nations arc unfurl’d; 

She has one foe, and that one foe the world. 

And if he doom tliat people with a frown, 

And mark them with srseal of wrath press’d down, 
Obduracy takes place ; callous and tough. 

The reprobated race grows judgment-proof : 

Earth shakes beneath them, and Heaven roars above 
But nothing scares them from the course they love. 
To the lascivious pipe and wanton song, 

That charm down fear, they frolic it along, 

With mad rapidity and unconcern. 

Down to the gulf from whicli is no return. 

They trust in navies, and their navies fiiil — 

God's curse can cast away ten thousand sail I 
Tliey trust in armies, and their courage dies ; 

In wisdom, wealth, in fortune, and in lies; 

But all they trust in withers, as it must, 

When he commands in wdiom they pl.'ice no trust. 
Vengeance at last pours down upon their coast 
A long despised, but now' victorious host; 

Tyranny sends the chain that must Abridge 
The noble sweep of all their privilege ; 

Gives liberty the last, the moi tal, shock ; 

Slips the slave’s collar on, and snaps the lock. 

A. Such lofty strains embellish what you teach, 
Mean you to prophesy, or but to preach ? 

I know the mind that feels indeed the fire 
The Muse imparts, and can command tlie lyre, 

Acts viith a force, and kindles w ith a zeaj, 

Whate’er the theme, that others never feel. 
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If human voes her soft attention claim, 

A tender sympathy pervades the frame, 

She pours a sensibility divine 
Along the nerve of every feeling line. 

But if a deed not tamely to be borne 
Fire indignation and a sense of scorn, • 

I'lie strings are swept with such a power, so loud, 
The storm of music shakes the astonish'd croM'd. 

So, when remote futurity is brought 
Before the keen inquiry of her thought, 

A terrible sagacity informs 

'riie poet’s heart ; he looks to distant storms ; 

He hi'ars the thunder ere the tempest lowers ; 

And, arm’d with strength surpassing human powers, 
Seizes events as yet unknown to man. 

And darts his soul into the dawning plan. 

Hence, in a Roman mouth, the gracelul name 
Of propliet and of poet was the same ; 

Hence British poets too the priesthood shared, 

And every lial lowed druid was a hard. 

Blit no prophetic fires to me belong ; 

I play with syllables, and sport in song. 

A. At Westminster, where little poets strive 
To set a distich iifion six and five, 

Where Discipline helps opening buds of sense 
And makes his pupils proud with silver pence, 

I was a poet too : but modern taste 
Is so refined, and delicate, and chaste. 

That verse, whatever fire the fancy warms. 

Without a creamy smoiith^lls has no charms. 

Thus all success depending on an ear, 

And tliiukiiig I might purchase it too dear, 

If sentiment were sacrificed to sound, 

And truth cut short to make a period round, 

I judged a man of sense could scarce do worse 
Than caper in the morris-dance of verse. 

/?. Thus reputation is a spur to wit. 

And some wits tlag through fear of losing it. 

Give me the line that ploughs its stately course. 

Like a proud swan, conquering the stream by force ; 
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That, like Fome cott?»j5e beauty, strikes the heart, 
Quite nnirulehted to the tricks of art. 

When labour and when dulnes.s, club in hand. 
Like the two figures at St. Duiistan’s stand, 
Beating alternately, in measured time, 

The clockwoA tintiniiabulum of rhyme. 

Exact and regular the sounds will be ; 

But such mere quarter-strokes are not for me. 

From him who rears a ]>oem lank and long, 
To him who strains his all into a song ; 

Perluips some bonny Caledonian air, 

All birks and braes, though he was never there ; 
Or, having whelp’d a prologue with great pains, 
Feels himself spent, and fumbles for his brains ; 
A prologue interdash’d w'ith many a stroke — 
An art contriv’d to advertise a joke ; 

So that the- jest is clearly to be seem, 

Not ill the words — but in the gap between ; 
Manner is all in all, wdiate’er is writ, 

The substitute for genius, sense, and wit. 

To dally much w'ith subjects mean and low 
Proves that the mind is weak, or makes it so. 
Neglected talents rust into decay, 

And every effort ends in pushpin play. 

The man that means success should soar above 
A soldier's feather, or a lady’s glove ; 

Else, summoning the muse to such a theme, 

The fruit of all her labour is whipp’d cream. 

As if an eagle fiew' aloft, mid then — 

Stoop’d from its highest proh to pounce a W'ren, 
As if the poet, purposing to wed, 

Should carve himself a wife in gingerbread. 

Ages elaps’d ere Homer’s lamp appear’d. 

And ages ere the Mantuan sw-an was heard ; 

To carry nature lengths unknown before, 

To give a Milton birth, ask’d ages more. 

Thus genius rose and set at order’d times, 

And shot a dayspring into distant climes. 
Ennobling every region that he chose ; 

He sunk in Greece, iu Italy he rose j 



TABLE TALK. 


153 


And, tedious years of Gothic darkness pass’d, 
Kmerged all splendour in onr Isle at last. 

Thus lovely halcyons dive into the main. 

Then show far off their shining plumes again. 

A. Is genius only found in epic lays ? 

Prove this, and forft'it all pretence to praise. 

Make their heroic powers your o\yn at once. 

Or candidly confess yourself a dunce. 

B. These were the chief; each interval of night 
AVas graced with many an undulating light. 

In less illustrious bards his beauty shone 
A meteor, or a star ; in these, the sun. 

The nightingale may claim the topmost hough, 
While the poor grasshopper must chirp below. 

Like him unnoticed, I, and such as I, 

Spread little wings and rather skip than lly ; 
Perch’d on the meagre produce of the landy 
All ell or tM’o of prospect we command ; 

Hut never peep beyond the thorny bound, 

Or oaken fence, that hems the paddock round. 

In bhlen, ore yet innocence of heart 
ll:i(l faded, poetry was not an art; 

Lniigiiage, above all tcacliing, or if taught, 

Only by gratitude and glowing thought, 

I'ilegant as simplicity, and warm 
.As eo-tasy, un manacled by form, 

Xot prompted, as in our degenerate days, 
lly low ainbilion and the thirst of praise, 

Wa^ natural as is the llowiim stream. 

And yet magnilicent — a Godihlie theme ! 

That theme on earth exhausted, though above 
Tis found as everlasting as his love, 
l^Ian lavish'd all his thoughts on human things — 
'I'lie feats of heroes and the wrath of kings; 

Hut still, wliile virtue kindled his delight. 

The song was moral, and so far was right. 

’fwas thus till luxury seduced the mind 
fo joys less innocent, as less reliiied ; 

Then Genius danced a bacchanal;’ he crown’d 
The brimming goblet, seized the thyrsus, bound 
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His brows with lyy^ rush’d into the field 
Of wild imagination, and there reel’d, 

The victim of his own lascivious fire?, 

And, dizzy with delight, profaned the sacred wires 
Anacreon, Horace, jilay’d in Greece and Rome 
This beillam part; and others nearer home. 

When Cromw<‘ll fi>nght for power, and while he rei; 
The proud protector of the power he gain’d, 
Religion, harsh, intolerant, austere, 

Parent of manneis like herself severe, 

Drew a rough copy of the (Christian face, 

Without the smile, the sweetness, or the grace ; 
The dark and sullen humour of the time 
Judged every effort of tlie muse a crime ; 

Verse, in the finest mould of fancy cast, 

Was lumber in an age so void of taste. 

Rut when the second Charles assuim'd the sway 
And arts revived beneath a softer day, 

Then, like a how long forced into a curve. 

The mind, veleas^'d from too constrain’d a nerve. 
Flew to its first position with a spring, 

'J'hat made the vault<*d roofs of pleasure ring. 

His court, the dissolute and liatefnl school 
Of wantoimess, whore vice was taught by rule. 
Swarm’d witli a serihlding herd, as deep inlaid 
With brutal lust as ever Cfircc made. 

From these a long snecessiouj in the rage 
Of rank ohseenity, debauch’d their age : 

Nor ceased till, ever anxious to redress 
The abuses of hi-r sacyevH^harge, the press. 

The Muse instructed a AVell-iiurtured train 
Of abler votaries to cleanse the stain, 

And claim the palm for purity of song, 

That lew'dne-s had usurp’d and worn so long. 
Then decent ])lca‘^antiy and stwling sei se, 

That neither gave nor would endure offence, 
Whipp’d out of sight with satire just and kceiii 
Tlie jnipiiy pack that h.ul defiled the sceiie. 

In front of these came Addison. In him 
Humour in holiday and sightly trim, 
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Sublimity and attic taste combined, 

To polish, furnish, and delight the niiiid. 

Then Pope, as harmony itself exact. 

In vej'se well disciplined, complete, compact, 
tiave virtue and morality a /J^iace, 

That, quite eclipsinjx ])le;'., n.i-v 's painted face, 

Ti'vied a tax of woudtv m.d applause, 

Ten on the fools that trainpka on their laws. 

Ihit he (his musical lincsse was such, 

<0 nice Ids ear, so delicate his toucli) 

Made poetry a mere mechanic art; 

And every warbler has his tune by heart. 

Nature imparting her satiric gift. 

Her serious mirth, to Aibudmot and Swift, 

With droll sobriety they raised a smile 
At ffflly’s cost, thernsehes nnmov’d the while. 

T'liat constellation sot, the world in vain 
Must hope to look u]>on their like again. 

A, Are we thou left- //. Not wholly in the dark 
Wit now and tlu'u, strtick smartly, shows a spark, 
Sutlicient to redeem the ntod(‘rn raee 
From total night and absolute disgrace. 

While servile trick and imitative knack 
t’onfine the millivm in the Ijcaten track. 

Perhaps some courser, who disdains the road, 

SiiUtVs up the wind, and tlings himself abroad. 

( ’onteinporari('s all sur])ass’d, see one; 

Siiort bis career indeed, but ably nin; 

('Imrcblll, liimscl funconscious of bis powers, 
la penury consumed bis idle hours; 

And, like a scatter’d seed at raiulom sow'ii. 

Was left to spring by vigour of liis own. 
l ifted at Icngtli l)y dignity of tlionglit 
And dint of genius, to an atlluent lot, 
lh‘ laid bis head in luxnrv’s soft lap, 

Aie.l took, too often, there his easy nap. 

If hrigliter beams than all He threw not forth, 

M’uas negligence in Isim, not want of worth. 

^ illy and slovenly, and hohl ar.d coarse, 

'1 00 proud for art, and trubtiug in mere force, 
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Spendthrift alike of money and of wit, 

Always at speed, and never drawing bit, 
lie struck the lyre in such a careless mood, 

And so disdain’d the rules he understood, 

The laurel seem’d to wait on his command; 

He snatch’d it rudely from the muses’ hand. 

Nature, exerting an unwearied power. 

Forms, opens, and gives scent to every flower ; 
Spreads the fresh verdure of the field, and leads 
The dancing Naiads through the dewy meads ; 

She fills profuse ten thousand little throats 
With music modulating all their notes ; 

And charms the woodland scenes and w'ilds unknown, 
With artless airs and concerts of her own : 

Hut. seldom fas if fearful of expense) 

Vouchsafes the man a poet’s just pretence — 
Fervency, freedom, fluency of thought, 

Harmony, strength, words exquisitely sought ; 

Fancy, that from the bow that spans the sky 
Brings colours dipp’d in In aveu that never die ; 

A soul exalted above earth, a mind 
Skill’d in the characters that form mankind ; 

And, as the sun, in rising beauty dress’d, 

Looks to tluj w’cstward from the dappled cast, 

And marks, whatever clouds may interpose, 

Ere yet liis race begins, its glorious close ; 

An eye like bis to eatcli the distant goal ; 

Or, ere the wheels of verse begin to roll, 

Like bis to sbed illuminating ra}S 
Oil every scene and subject it surveys : 

Thus graced, the man asserts a poet’s name. 

And the world cheerfully admits the claim. 

Pity lieligiou has so seldom found 
A skilful guide into poetic ground ! 

'J'he flow ers would spring where’er she dejgn’d to stray, 
And every muse attend her in her way. 

Virtue indeed meets many a rhyming friend, 

And many a compliment politely peim’d ; 

But unattired in that becoming vest 
lleligiou weaves for her, and half undress’d, 
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Stands ill the (Usert shivering and forlorn, 

A iviiilry figure, like a wither’d thorn. 

The shelves arc full, all other themes are spread j 
Ilaekuey’d and worn to the last flimsy thread. 

Satire has long since done his best; and curst 
And loathsome ribaldry has done his worst; 

Fancy has sported all her powers away 
In tales, in trifles, and in children’s play ; 

And tis the sad complaint, and almost true, 

AVhate’er we write, we bring forth nothing new. 

’Twerc new indeed to see a bard all fire. 

Touch’d with a coal from lieavcn, assume the 
lyre. 

And tell the world, still kindling as he sung, 

With more than mortal music on liis tongue, 

'I'luit He, who died below, and reigns alxjve. 

Inspires the song, and that his name is Love. 

For, after all, if merely to beguile, 
by flowing numbers and a iiowei*y style, 

'file tiedium that the lazy rich endure, 

Which now and then sweet poetry may cure ; 

Or, if to see the name of idle self, 

Stamp’d oil the well-bound quarto, grace the shelf. 

To tloat a bubble on tlie br<‘ath of fame. 

Prompt his endeavour and engage his aim, 

Debased to servile pin poses of pride, 

Ilnw are the powers of genius misapplied ! 

The gift, whose oflice is the giver s praise. 

To trace him in his word, his works, his ways ! 

Tlien spread the rich iliscovery, ami invite 
Mankind to share in the divine delight: 

Distorted from its use and just design, 

’i'o make the jiitiful possessor shine, 

To purchase at the fool-frequonted fair 
Of vanity a wreath for self to wear. 

Is profanation of the basest kind — 

Proof of a trifling and a wortlilcss mind. 

A. Hail, Sternhokl, then; and, Hopkins, hail !— 

1} Amen. 

If flattery, folly, lust, employ the pen ; 
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If acrimony, slander, and abuse, 

Give it a charge to blacken and traduce ; 

Though Huiler’s wit, Pope’s numbers, Prior’s ease, 
With all that Fancy c.'n invent to please, 

Adorn the polish’d periods as they fall, 

One madrigal of ilndrs is worth them all. 

A. ’T would thin the ranks of the poetic tribe, 

To dash the pen through all that you proscribe. 

ii. No matter — we could shift when they were rot 
And should, no doubt, if they v/ere all forgot. 


AN EPISTLE TO AN AFFLICTED PllO- 
TESTANT LADY IN FllANCE. 

Madam, 

A stranger's purpose in these lays 
Is to congratulate, and not to praise. 

To give the creature the (h-ea tor’s due 
Were siu in me, and au oirenee to you. 

From mail to man, or e’en to woman paiil, 

Praise is the medium of a knavish triule, 

A coin by craft for folly’s use design'd, 

Spurious, and only current with the blind. 

The path of sorrow, and that ptith alone, 
liCads to the land wle-re sorrow is unknown; 

No traveller ever reach’d iliat blest abode. 

Who found not thorns and briers in his road. 

The world may dance along the tlowery plain, 
Cheer’d as they gt) by many a S])righlly strain, 
Where Nature has her mossy velvet spread, 

With unshod feet they yet securedy tri'cal. 
Admonish’d, scorn the caution and the friend, 

Pent all on pleasure, hecvlless of its end. 

Put he, who knew wluit human hearts would prove. 
How slow to learn tlie dictates of his lovt*. 

That, hard by nature and of stnbbojii will, 

A life of ease would make them harder still, 

In pity to the souls his grace design'd 
To rescue from the ruins of luankiud, 
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Call’d for a cloud to darken all their yearss, 

And paid, “ (io, spend them in the vale of tears.” 
0 balmy gales of poiil- reviving air ! 

0 salutary streams, that umnuur jhere! 

Tlu se llowing from the fount of grace above, 
'I'liose breathed from lips of everlasting love. 

Tlie dinty soil indeed their feet umiiovs; 

Chill blasts of trouble nip tlieir springing joys j 
An envious world will interpose its frown, 

To mar delights superior to its own ; 

Aiul many a pang, experienced still within, 
la'Uiinds them of their hated inmate, Sin: 
hut ills of every shape ami every name, 
llraiisform'd to blessings, miss their cruel aim: 
And every moment’s e;ilni, that soothes the breast. 
Is given in earnest of eternal rest. 

Ah, he not sad, altliough thy lot be cast 
Tar irom the ilock', and in a boundless waste ! 

No slieplierd’s tents within thy view appear, 
but the clnef .'Sheplierd even there is iu‘ar; 

Thy tender sorrows and thy plaintive strain 
i'low in a foreign land, but not in vaip ; 

Tliy tears all issue from a sourep Divine, 

And every drop be;- peaks a Saviour ibine — 

So once iu (lideon’s t’eece the dews were found, 
And drought on all the drooping herbs around. 


THE NIGIlTINtiAl.K AND GLOWWOllM 

A NicHTiNOAm:, that all day long 
Had cheer’d the village with bis song, 

Nor yet at eve bis note suspended, 

Nor 3'et when eventide was ended, 

Began to feel, as well he might. 

The keen demands of appetite ; 

When, looking eagerly anmnd, 

He s])ied far oil, upon the ground, 

A something shining in the dark, 

And knew the glowworm by his spark j 
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So stooping down fjom hawthorn top, 

He thought to put him in his crop. 

Tlie 'worm, aw'are of his intent. 

Harangued him thus, right eloquent — 

Did you admire ray lamp, quoth he, 

As much as I your minstrelsy, 

You would abhor to do me wrong 
As much as 1 to spoil your song ; 

For ’twas the self same power l)ivine 
Taught you to sing, ami me to shine ; 
That you with muhic, I with light, 

Might beautify and cheer the night. 

The songster heard his short oration. 

And, warbling out his approbation, 
Released him, as my story ted Is, 

And found a supper somewhere else. 
Hence jarring sectaries may learn 
Their real interef.t to discern ; 

That brother should not war witli brother, 
And worry and devour each other; 

But sing and shine by sweet consent, 

Till life’s poor transient night is spent, 
Respecting in each other’s case 
The gifts of nature and of grace. 

Those Christians best deserve the name 
Who studiously make peace their aim ; 
Peace both the duty and the prize 
Of him that creeps and Inm that Hies. 


HORACE, BOOK II. ODE X. 


Receivk, dear friend, the truths I teach, 
So shalt thou live bej^md tlie reach 
Of adverse fortune’s power ; 

Not always tempt the distant deep, 

Nor always timorously creep 
Along the.treaeherous shore. 
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JTo that holds fast the golden mean, 

And lives contentedly between 
The little and the great, 

Feels not the wants that pinch the poor, 

Nor plagues that haunt the rich man’s door, 
Embittering all his state. 

The tallest pines feel most the power 
Of wintry blasts ; tlie loftiest tower 
Comes heaviest to the ground ; 

The bolts that spare the raountiiin’s side 
His cloudcapt eminence divide. 

And spread the ruin round. 

The well-inform’d philosopher 
Itejoices with a wholesome fear. 

And hopes in spite of pain ; 

If winter bellow from the north, 

Soon the sweet Spring comes dancing forth. 
And Nature laughs again. 

What if thine Heaven be overcast, 

The dark appearance will hot last ; 

Expect a brighter sky. 

The God that strings the silver bow 
Awakes sometimes the muses too, 

And lays his arrows by. 

If hindrances obstruct thy way. 

Thy magnanimity display. 

And let thy strength be seen : 

But oh ! if Fortune fill thy sail 
With more than a propitious gale, 

Take half thy canvass in. 


A REFLECTION ON THE FOREGOING ODE. 

And is this all ? Can Reason do no more 
Than bid me shun the deep, and dread the shore ? 
Sweet moralist ! afloat on life’s rough sea, 

The Christian has an art unknown to thee : 
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He holds no parley with unmanly fears ; 
Where duty bids he confidently steers, 

Faces a thousand dangers at her call, 

And, trusting in his God, surmounts them all. 


THE YEARLY DISTRESS, OR TITHING TIM[ 
AT STOCK, IN ESSEX. 

Verses addressed to a Country Clergyman complaining of ti,. 
disagreeabloneas of the day annuiilly appointed for rtci i\i!i 
the Dues at the Parsonage. 


Come, ponder well, for Vis no jest. 
To laugh it would be wrong, 

The troubles of a worthy priest. 

The burthen of my song. 

The priest he merry is and blithe 
Three quarters of a year,. 

But oh 1 it cuts him like a scythe, 
When tithing time draws near. 

He then is full of fright and fears. 

As one at point to die, 

And long before (he day apy)cars. 

He heaves up many a sigh. 

For then the farmers come jog, jog, 
Along the miry road, 

Each heart as hedvy as a log, 

To make their payments good. 

In sooth the sorrow of such days 
Is not to be express’d, 

When he that takes and he that pays 
Are both alike distress’d. 

Now all unwelcome at his gates 
The clumsy swains alight, 

With rueful faces and bald pates— 
He trembles at the sight. 
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And leell lie may, for well he Iviiov^ s 
Each bumpkin of the clan. 

Instead of paying what he owes, 

Will cheat him if he can. 

So in they come — each makes his le g, 

And flings his head before, 

And’ looks as if he came to beg. 

And hot to (juit a score. 

“ And how does miss and madam do, 

The little boy and all 

** All light and well. And how do you, 
Good Mr. What-d’ye-call ?’* 

The dinner comes, and down they sit, 
Were e’er such hungry folk? 

There’s little talking and no wit; 

It is no time to joke. 

One wipes his nose upon his sleeve, 

One spits upon the lloor. 

Yet not to give offence or grieve. 

Holds np the cloth before. 

The punch goes round, and they arc dull 
And lumpish still as ever; 

Like barrels with their bellies full, 

They only weigh the heavier. 

At length the busy time begins. 

“ (k)me, neighbours, we must wag 

The money chinks, down drop their cliins. 
Each lugging out his bag. 

One talks of mildew and of frost. 

And one of .storms of hail. 

And one of pigs that he has lost 
By maggots at the tail. 

Quoth one, “ A rarer man than you 
In pulpit none shall liear : 

Hut yet, metliinks, to tell you true, 

You sell it plaguy dear.” 
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Oh why are farmers made so coarse, 

Or clerpy made so line ? 

A kick, that sciirce would move a horse. 
May kill a sound divine. 

Then let the boobies stay at home ; 

’T would cost him, 1 dare say. 

Less trouble taking twice the sum 
Without the clowns that pay. 


ON THE LOSS OF THE ROYAL GEORGE. 

WRITTEN WHEN THE NF.Wg ARRIVEH. 

To the tnaich in Srijiit). 

Toli. for the brave 1 

The brave that are no more ! 

All sunk beneath the wave, 

Fast by their native shore ! 

Eight h undred of the brave, 

Whoso courage well was tried, 

Had made the vessel heel. 

And laid her on her side. 

A land-breeze shook the shrouds, 

And she was overset ; 

Down went the Royal George, 

With all her crew complete. 

Toll for the brave ! 

Brave Kempenfelt is gone ; 

II is last sea-fight is fought; 

II is work of glory done. 

It was not in the battle ; 

No tempest gave the shock ; 

She sprank no fatal leak ; 

She ran upon no rock. 
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Ilia sword was in its shoatli ; 

His lingers held the pen, 

■When Ketnpenlelt went down 

With twice four hundred men. 

■\Veigh the vessel up, 

Once dreaded by our foes ! 

And mingle witli our cup 

The tear tliat England owes. 

Her timbers yet are sound, 

And she may Heat again 

Full charged with England’s thunder, 
And plough the distant main. 

But Kempenfelt is gone, 

His victories are o’er; 

And he and his eight hundred 

Shall plough the wave no more, 

<rpt. 1783 . 


THE DOVES. 


Beasoning at every step he treads, 

Man yet mistakes his Avay, 

While meaner things, mIioiu instinct leads, 
Are rarely known to stray. 

One silent eve 1 waiuhn-M late, 

And heard the voice <if love ; 

Til'* turtle thus a'ldress'd her mate. 

And sootlied the listening dove; 

Oiir mutual bond of faith and truth 
No time shall disengage. 

Those blessings of onr early youth 
Shall cheer our latest age ; 

While innocence w ithout disguise. 

And constancy sincere. 

Shall fill the circles of those eyes. 

And mine can read them there j 
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Those ills, that wait on all helow, 

Shall ne’er be felt by me, 

Or gently felt, and only so, 

As being shared with thee. 

When lightning’s flash among the trees. 
Or kites are hovering near, 

I fear lest thee alone they seize, 

And know no other fear. 

*Tis then 1 feel myself a wife, 

And press tljy wed'led side, 
llesolved a union form’d for life 
Death never shall divide. 

But oh ! if, fickle and unchaste, 
(Forgivi* a transient thought,) 

Thou couldst beciwne unkind at last, 
And scorn thy pre.sent lot, 

No need of lightnings from on high, 

Or kites with cruel beak : 

Denied the endearments of thine eye, 
This widow’d heart would hrt‘ak. 
Thus sang tlic sweet sequester’d binl, 
Soft as the passinir wind. 

And 1 recorded wliat I heard, 

A lesson for mankind. 


THE MOKALTZEIl COIJb’ECTED 

A TALK, 

A iiEu^iiT, (or if ’chanee you hold 
’J’hat title now too trite and old,) 

A man, once young, ulu) livetl ri'tired ' 
As hermit eoulil have v.-ell desired, 
llis hours of rtud}’^ closed at last. 

And finish’d his concise repast. 

Stoppled his erui>e, replaced his book 
Within its customary nook, 

And, statf in hand, set forth to share 
The sober cordial of sweet air, 
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Like Isaac, ’svitli a mind applied 
To serious thought at evening-tide. 
Autmiuial rains had made it chill. 

And from the trees, that fringed his hill. 
Shades slanting at the close of day, 
Chiird more his else delightful way, 
Distant a little mite he spied 
A western bank's still sunny side. 

And right toward the favourM place 
Proceeded wdth his nimblest pace. 

In hope to bask a little yet, 

Just reach’d it when the sun was set 

Yonr hermit young and jovial sirs 
Learns something from whate’er occurs— 
And hence, he said, my mind computes 
The real worth of man’s pursuits. 

His object cliosen, wealth or fame, 

Or other sublunary game, 

Imagination to his view 
Presents it deck'd with every hue, 

That can seduce him not to spare 
His powers of best exertion there. 

Put youth, health, vigour to expend 
On so desirable an end. 

Ere long approaoli life’s evening shades, 
The glow tiuit fancy gave it fades; 
iVnd, earn’d too late, it wants the grace 
Which first (fiigagcd liim in the chase. 

True, answer’d an angelic, guide. 
Attendant at tlie senior’s side — 

Put w'li - ther all the time it cost, 

^I’o urge tiu' fruitless chase he lost, 
be decided l\v the worth 
Of that which cull’d h;-; ardour forth, 
’rritlcs pursued, wliat 'v r llie event, 

Must eau.-je him shame or discontent; 

A vicious object still is worse. 

Successful there, he wins a curse ; 

Put he, whom e’en in life’s last stage 
Endeavours laudable engage, 
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Is paid at least in peace of mind, 
And sense of having -well design’d; 
And if, ere lie attain his end, 

His sun precipitate descend, 

A brighter prize than that he meant 
Shall recompense his mere intent. 
No virtuous wish can hear a date 
Either too early or too late. 


THE POET, THE OYSTER, AND SENSITIVE 
PLANT. 


An Oyster, cast upon the shore, 

Was heard, though never heard before, 
Complaining in a speech well 'worded, 

And worthy thus to he recorded : — 

Ah, hapless wretch ! condemn’d to dwell 
For ever in iny native shell ; 

Ordain’d to move when others please, 

Not for my own content or ease ; 

But toss’d and buffeted about, 

Now in the water and now out. 

’Twere better to be born a stone, 

Of ruder shape, and feeling none. 

Than with a tenderness like mine, 

And sensibilities so fine ! 

I envy that unfeeling shrub. 

Fast rooted against every rub. 

The plant he meant grew not far off. 

And felt the sneer with scorn cnougli : 

Was hurt, disgusted, mortified. 

And with asperity replied. 

When, cry the botanists, and stare, 

Did plants cudl’d sensitive grow there ! 

No matter when — a poi't’s muse is 
To make them grow just whei-e he chooses. 

You shapeless nothing in a dish, 

You that are but almost a fish, 
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I scorn your coarse insinuation. 

And have most plentiful occasion 
To wish myself the rock 1 view', 

Or such another dolt as you : 

For mSkuy a grave and learned clerk, 

And a gay unletter’d spark, 

"With ci>nous touch examines me, 

If I can feel as well as he; 

And when I bend, retire, and shrink, 

Says — ^Vell, ’tis more than one would think \ 
Til us life is spent (oh fie npoii't) 

In being touch’d, and crying— Don’t I 
A poet, in his evening walk, 

O’erheard and check’d this idle bilk. 

And your fine sense, he said, and yours, 
Whatever evil it endures. 

Deserves not, if so soon offended, 

Much to be pitied or commended. 

Disputes, tliougli sliort, are far too long, 
Where both alike are in the wrong; 

Your feelings in their full amount 
Are all upon your own account. 

You, in your grotto-work enclosed, 
Complain of Iwing thus exposed ; 

Yet nothing feel in that rough coat 
Save when the knife is at }Our throat. 
Wherever driven by wind or tide, 

Exempt from every ill hesido. 

And as for you, my Indy Scpieainish, 

Who reckon every toucli a blemish, 

If all the plants that can be found 
Embellishing the scene around. 

Should droop and wither where they grow, 
You would not feel at all —not you. 

The noblest minds their virtue prove 
By pity, sympathy, and love : 

These, these are melings truly fine, 

And prove their owner half divine. 

His censure rcfich'd them as he dealt it, 
And each by shrinking show’d he felt it. 

r 3 
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STANZAS 

SUBJOINED TO THE YEARLY BILL OF MOBTALITY OF THE PAttHH 
OF ALL SAINTS, NOUTHAMPlUN,* ANNO DOMINI 1787. 


PAllida Mora requo pulsat pede pauporum tnberma, 
Uc;ionnqnr tnrres. IlORACI. 

Pale De.nili with eneal foot strikes wide tlie door 
Of royal halls and hovels of tho poor. 


While thirteen moons saw smoothly run 
’’I'he Neil’s harge-lailen wave, 
lA-ll these, life’s ranihliiig journey done, 

Have found their home, the gmve. 

Was man (frail always) made more frail 
Tlian in foregoing years ? 

Did famine or did iilague prevail, 

That so much death appears ? 

Nq; these were vigorous as their sires, 

Nor plague nor famine came; 

This animal tr.lnite Death reqniros, 

And never waves hi.s claim. 

luike crowded forest trees we stand, 

And some are mark’d to fall ; 

The axe will smite at (iod’s coininaiul. 

And soon shall smite us all. 

Green as the bay tree, ever green, 

With its new' foil tge on. 

The gay, the thonehtless, have I seen, 

L pass’d — and they were gone. 

Koiul, ye that run, the awful truth 
AVith which I charge my [):ige ; 

A worm is in the bivl of ycutli, 

And at the r<M>t of age. 

* Compoicd for John Cox, par'.jh rU'.k of .'on, 
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No prosc'iit health can health ii-surc 
For yet an liDur to come ; 

No medicine, though it oft can euro, 

Can always balk the tomb. 

And oh ! that humble as my lot, 

And scorn’d as in my strain, 

These truths, though kno^¥n, too much forgot* 

1 may not teach in vain. 

So prays your clerk with all his heart. 

And, ere lie quits the pen. 

Begs you for once to take his part^ 

And answer all — Amen ! 


ON A SIMILAR OCCASION, 

Fon THS TEAR 1788. 


Quod mrmcMjto 
Componoro roqmw. (Jnstora lliiminis 
Ilitii leruntur. Horace. 

Improve the present hour, for all besido 
Is a mere leather on a torrent’s tide. 


(^OULD I, ^Kim heaven inspired, as sure presage 
'I’o whom the rising year shall prove bis last, 

As I can number in nty piinclual page. 

And item down the victims of the past ; 

How each would trembling wait the mournful sheet, 
On which the press might stamp him ne.\t to die ; 
And, reading hen? his sentence, how replete 
With anxious meaning, heavenward turn his eye ! 

Time then would seem more precious than the joys 
In which he sports away the treasure now ; 

And prayer more seasonable than the noise 
Of drunkards, or the music-drawina bow. 
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T!if*n doubtloFS m;my a triiler, on the brink 
Of this world’s hazardous and headlong shore, 
Forced to a pause, would feel it good to think, 
Told that his setting sun must rise no more. 

Ah self-deceived ! Could I prophetic say 
Who next is fated, and who next to full, 

The rest might then seem privileged to play ; 

But, naming none, the voice now speaks to all. 
Observe the dappled foresters, how light 
They bound and airy o*er the sunny glade — 

One hills — the rest, wide scatter’d with affright. 
Vanish at once into the darkest shade. 

Had we their wisdom, should we, often warn’d, 
Still need repeated warning, and at last, 

A thousand awful admonitions scorn’d. 

Die self-accused of life run all ta waste ? 

Sad waste ! for which no after-thrift atones. 

The grave admits no cure for guilt or sin ; 
Oewdrops may deck the turf that hides the bones, 
But tears of godly grief ne’er flow within. 

Learn then, ye living! by the mouths be taught 
Of all these sepulchres, instructors true, 

That soon or late, death also is your lot, 

And tlie next opening grave may yawn for you. 


ON A SIMILAR OCCASION, 

TOa THK YEAR 1789 . 

— Plftciduque ibi demum morte quievit. viro. 

Tltere calm at length he breathed hia soul away. 


“ O MOST delightful hour by man 
Experienced here below. 

The hour that terminates his span, 
His folly and his woe 1 
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« Worlds should not bribe me back to tread 
Again life’s dreary waste. 

To see again my day o’erspread 
With all the gloomy past. 

“ My home henceforth is in the skies. 

Earth, seas, and snii, adieu ! 

All heaven unfolded to my eyes, 

I have no sight for you.” 

So spake Aspasio, firm possess’d 
Of faith’s supporting rod. 

Then breathed his soul into its rest. 

The bosom of his God. 

lie was a man among the few 
Sincere on virtue’s side ; 

And all his strength from Scripture drew, 
To hourly use applied. 

That rule he prized, by that he fear’d, 
lie hated, hoped, and loved ; 

Nor ever frown’d or sad appear’d. 

But when his heart had roved. 

For lie was frail as thou or I, 

And evil felt within ; 

But when he felt it, heaved a sigh. 

And loathed the thought of sin. 

Such lived Aspasio ; and at last 
Call’d up from cartli to heaven. 

The gulf of death triumphant pass’d, 

By gales of blessing driven. 

His joys be mine, each reader cries, 

When my last hour arrives : 

They shall be yours my verse replies. 

Such only be your lives. 
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ON A SIMILAR OCCASION. 

rOR THE YEAR 1790. 


Ne coramonentcm recta spcrnc. bUChaMaII; 
Despise not my good counsel. 


He who sits from day to daj 
Where the prison’d lark is hung, 

Heedless of his loudest lay, 

Hardly knows that he has sung. 

Where the watchman in his round 
Niglitly lifts his voice on high, 

None, accustom’d to the sound, 

Wakes the sooner for his cry. 

So your verse-man I, and clerk, 

Yearly in iny song proclaim 

Death at hand — yoursi-lyes Lis niarh— 
And the foe's unerring aim. 

Duly at my time I come. 

Publishing to all aloud — 

Soon the grave must he your home. 
And your only suit a shroud. 

But the monitory strain. 

Oft repeated in your cars, 

Seems to ’sound too much in vain, 

Wins no notice, wakes no fears. 

Can a truth hy all confess’d 
Of such magnitude and w'cight. 

Grow, hy being oft impress’d, 

Trivial as the parrot’s prate ? 

Pleasure’s call attention witiS, 

Hear it often as we niay ; 

New as ever seem oui* sins, 

Though committed every day. 
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Death and judgment. Heaven and Hell — 
These alone, so often heard, 

No more niov^ us than the btdl 
When some stranger is interr’cl, 

■» 

Oh then, ere the turf or tomb 
Cover us from every eye, 

Spirit of instruction, come, 

Make us learn that we must die. 


ON A SIMILAR OCCASION. 

Fon TllK YKAn 1792. 


Felix, qui poMiit rrnini co^noscv’re 
Atquc mrtus omnr.s i»u*xoral)Ue latum 
Subjecit peilibusi, slrepitumquc Ai-heroutis avari ! 

VIRCI, 

Happy the morf.il who hr? (raced eft'ecls 
To tJicir Ih’sL eiUiM’, ca.l f‘(*ar bem-alh Iuh f.'i'l, 

And Death and rouin^ hell’s voi?iciau! tin'sl 


rjr vNKLF.es for favoui’ from on liigh, 

Man thinks he /ad<*s too .soon; 

Tliough 'tis his privilege lo die, 

Would he ini[)rove tlic boon. 

Ihit he, not wise enough to'sean 
His blest concerns ariglit. 

Would glui-lly stretch life’s little span 
To ages, if he might. 

To ages in a world of pain, 

To ages, wlieiv lie goes 

Gall’d by aftlieliou’s heavy chain, 

And hopeless uf repose. 

Strange fondness of the Liunan heart, 
IhiainourM of its harm! 

Strange world, that costs it so much smart. 
And still has power to charm. 
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Whence has the world her magic fower ? 

M^hy deem we Death a foe ? 

Hecoil from weary life’s best hour, . 

And covet longer woe ? 

The cause is Conscilencc — Conscience eft 
Her tale of guilt renews : 

Her voice is terrible though soft, 

And dread of death ensues. 

Then anxious to be longer spared 
Man mourns his ileeting breath : 

All evils tlu*r» seem light, compared 
With the approach of death. 

*Tis judgment shakes him ; there’s the fear 
That prompts the wish to stay : 

He has incurr’d a long arrear, 

And must despair to pay. 

Payl — follow Christ, and all is paid ; 

His death your peace insures ; 

Think on the grave where Fie was laid, 
And calm descend to jjours. 


ON A STMILAK OCCASION. 

rOR THE YEAR 1793. 

De sacris antem hwc sit una sententia, ut conserventur 

CIC. DE LEO. 

But lot us all concur in tbU one sentiment, that things sacred 
toe inviolate. 


He lives who lives to God alone. 
And all are dead hesitle ; 

For other source than God is none 
Whence life can be supplied. 

To live to God is to requite 
His love as best we may : 

To make his precept?: our delight, 
His promises our stay. 



B3JX OF MORTALITF 


177 


But life, within a narrow ring 
Of giddy joys comprised. 

Is falsely named, and no such thing. 

But rather death disguised. 

Can life in them deserve the name. 

Who only live to prove 

For Avhat poor toys they can disclaim 
An endless life above ? 

Who, much diseased, yet nothing feel ; 
Much menaced, nothing dread ; 

Have wounds, which only God can heal, 
Yet never ask his aid ? 

Who deem his houst? a useless place, 
Faith, want of common sense ; 

And ardour in the Christian race, 

A hypocrite’s pretence ? 

Who trample order ; and the day 
Which Cod asserts his own 

Dishonour with unhallowkl play, 

And worship chance alone ? 

If scorn of God’s commands, impress’d 
On word and d<*ed, imply 

The bcttiT part of man unhless’d 
With life that ciuniot die ; 

Such want it, and that w'ant uncured 
Till man resigns his breath. 

Speaks him a criminal, assured 
Of everlasting death. 

Sad period to* a pleasant course ! 

Yet so will (iod repay 

Sabbatlis profaned without remorse, 

And mercy cast away. 
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FRIENDSHIP. 

What virtae, or what mental grace, 
But men unqualified and base 
Will boast it their possession ? 
Profusion apes the noble part 
Of liberality of lu*art. 

And duliicss of discretion. 

If every polish’d gem we find, 
Illuniinating heart or mind. 

Provoke to imititiou ; 

No wonder friendship does the sanio, 
That jewel of the purest lltniie, 

Or rather constellation. 

No knave but Inddly will pretend 
The retpiisites that form a fricud, 

A real and a sound oiu» ; 

Nor any fool, he wonld deceive, 

But j)rove as I’eady to belii ve, 

And dream that he had ft)utid one, 
Candid, and generous, ainl ja.d, 

Boys care hut little w'hom tliey 
An error soon corrected— 

For wlio but learns in riper years 
That man, when smoothest he appears, 
Is most to he suspected? 

But here again a danger lies, 

Lest, having misapplied our eyes, 

And taken trash for treasure. 

We should unwarily conclude 
Friendship a false ideal good, 

A mere Utopian pleasure.* 

An acquisition rather rare 
Is yet no subject of dospiur ; 

Nor is it wise complaining, 

If, either on forbidtlen ground, 

Or where it w'as not to be found. 

We sought without attaining. 
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No friendship 'will abide the tost, 

That stands on sordid interest, 

Or mean selt-love orecto<l ; 

Nor such as may awhile subsist 
Between the sot and seiistialist, 

For vicious ends eonnectod. 

Who seek a friend should come disposed 
To exhibit, in full bhK)iu disclosed, 

The graces and tlu* beauties 
. That form the character he seeks, 

For *tis a union that bespeaks 
Keciprocated duties. 

Mutual attention is implied. 

And equal truth on either side, 

And constantly supported ; 

*Tis senseless arrogance to accuse 
Another of sinister views, 

Our own os much distoited. 

But will sincerity suffice? 

It is indeed above all price, 

And must be made the ha- Is ; 

But every virtue of the soul 
Must constitute the charming whole, 

All shining in their places. 

A fretful tenjper w^ill di\ide 
The closest knot that may he tied. 

By ceaseless sharp corrosion ; 

A temper passionate and fierce 
May suddenly your joys disperse 
At one immense explosion. 

In vain the talkative unite 
In hopes of permanent delight — 

The secret just coniraitted, 

Forgetting its important weiglit, 

They drop through mere desire to prate, 
And by themselves outwitted. 
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IIow bright soe’er the prospect seems, 

All thoughts of friendship are bu^ dreams, 
If envy chance to creep in ; 

An envious man, if you succeed, 

May prove a dangerous foe indeed, 

But not a friend worth keeping. 

As envy pines at good possess’d, 

So jealousy looks forth distress’d 
On good that seems approaching ; 

And, if success his steps attend. 

Discerns a rival in a friend. 

And hates him for encroaching. 

Hence authors of illustrious name. 

Unless belied by common fame, 

Are sadly prone to quarrel, 

To deem the wit a friend displays 
A tax upon their own just praise. 

And pluck each other’s laurel. 

A man ronown’d for repartee 
Will seldom scruple to make free 
With friendship’s finest feeling, 

Will thrust a dagger at your breast, 

And say he woiiiiried you in jest. 

By way of balm for healing. 

Whoever keeps an open ear 
For tattlers will be* sure to hear 
The trumpet of contention ; 

Aspersion is the babbler’s trade, 

To listen is to lend him aid, 

And rush into dissension. 

A friendship that in frequent fits 
Of controversial rage emits 
The sparks of dispiitatiou. 

Like baud in liand insurance plates, 

Most unavoidably creates 
The thought of conflagration. 



nUKNDSIlIP. 


181 


Some liclJe creatures boast a soul 
True as a needle to the pole, 

Their humour yet so various - 
They manifest their whole life throii^^li 
The needle’s deviations too, 

Their love is so precarious. 

The great and small but rarely meet 
On terms of amity complete; 

Plebeians must surrender, 

And yield so much to noble folk, 

It is combining lire with smoke, 
Obscurity with splendour. 

Some are so placid and serene 
(As Irish bogs are always green) 

They sleep secure from waking ; 

And are indeed a bug, that bears 
Vour unpartieipated cures 
Unmoved and without ipiaking. 

Courtier and patriot cannot mi.\ 

Their heterogeneous politics 
Without ail ell'ervescenee, 

Like that of salts with lemon juice, 
Which does not yet like that produce 
A friendly coalescence. 

Peligion should extinguish strife, 

And make a calm of human life ; 

But friends that chance to difler 
On points whieli God has left at large, 
How freely will they meet and charge ! 
No combatants are stiller. 

To prove at last my main intent 
Needs no expense of argument. 

No cutting and contriving — 

Seeking a real friend, we seem 
To adopt the chemist’s golden dream, 
With still less hope of thriving. 
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Som: times the fault is all oar ov, n. 

Some blo)nisli in due time made known 
J5y tresj)a:s or ouiitt-ion ; 

Sojiietinios occa.'-iou brines to 
Our frieiuVs defect, longliid from sight, 
Ami even from suspicion. 

Then judge yourself, and prove your man 
As circumspectly as you can, 

And, having made election, 

Beware no negligence of yours, 

Such as a friend but ill endures, 

Enfeeble his aifection. 

That secrets are a sacred trust, 

That friends should be sincere and just. 
That constancy befits them. 

Are observations on the case. 

That savour much of common-place, 

And all the w'orld admits them. 

But ’tis not timber, lead, and stone, 

An architect requires alone 
To fini^li a fine building — 

The pa bice were but half complete. 

If he coaid possibly forget 
The carving and the gilding. 

The man that hails you Tom or Jack, 
And proves by tliumps upon your back 
How he esteems your merit. 

Is such a friend, that one had need 
Be very much his friend indeed 
To pardon or to bear it. 

As similarity of mind, 

Or something not to be defined, 

First fixes our attention ; 

So manners decent and polite. 

The same we practised at first sight. 

Must save it from declension. 
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Some act upon tins prudent j l in, 

“ Say little, and hear all \ou can/* 

Safe policy, but liateful — 

So barren sands imbibe the shower, 

Ihit render neither fruit nor flower, 
Unpleasant and ungrateful. 

The man I trust, if shy to me, 

Shall find me as reserved as he, 

No subterfuge or pleading 
Shall win iny confidence again; 

I will by no means entertain 
A spy on my proceeding. 

These samples — for alas! at last 
These are but samples, and a taste 
Of evils yet unnieiitionM — 

;May prove the task a task indeed, 

In which ’tis iniich if we succeed, 
However well intention’d. 

Pursue the search, and you will And 
Good sense and knowledge of mankind 
To be at least expedient, 

And, after suininiiig all the rest, 

Jleligion ruling in the breast 
A principal ingredient. 

The noblest Friendsliip ever shoM ii 
The Saviour's lii.'-tory makes known, 
Though some have turn’d and turn’d it; 
And, whether being crazed or hliia!, 

Or seeking with a biass 'd mind, 

Have not, it seems, discern'd it. 

O Friendsliip ! if iny soul ftirego 
Thy dear tleligbts while here below 
To mortify arnl gritjve me, 

May I myself at hnt app<*ar 
Unworthy, base, and il!^Jincere, 

Or may my friend deceive me ’ 



184 


HEROISM. 


TiiKiiE was a time when ^Etna’s silent Ih'o 
Slept uuperceivM, the mountain yet entire ; 

When, conscious of no danger from below, 

She tower’d a cloudcapt pyramid of snow\ 

No thunders shook with deep intestine sound 
The blooining groves that girdled her around. 

Her unctions olives, and her purple vines 
(Unfelt the liiry of those bursting mines) 

The peasant’s hopes, and not in vain, assured, 

In peace upon her sloping sides matured. 

W^lien on a day, like that of the last doom, 

A conflagration labouring in her womb, 

She teem’d and heaved with an infernal birth, 

That sliook the circling seas and solid earth. 

Daik and vohiininons tlie vapours rise, 

And hung tlieir horrors in the ivdghbouring skies, 
While tlirough the Stygian veil, that blots the day, 
In dazzling streaks the vivid lightnings play. 

Hut oh I what muse, and in what powers of song, 
(’an trace the torrent sis it burns along ? 

Havoc ^ud devastation in the van. 

It marches o’er tlie prostrate works of man ; 

Vines, olives, herbage, forests disappear, 

And all the charms of a Sicilian year. 

Revolving seasons, fruitless as they pass, 

See it an uninforni’d and idle mass; 

Without a soil to invite the tiller’s care, 

Or blade that might redeem it from despair. 

Yet time at length (what will not time achieve ?) 
Clothes it with earth, and bids the produce live, 
Ohcc more the spiry myrtle crowuis the glade, 

And ruminating flocks enjoy the shade. 

() bliss precarious, and unsafe retreats, 

O charming Paradise of short-lived sweets! 

The self-same gale that wafts the fragrance round 
Brings to the distant ear a sullen sound : 
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Again the mountain feels the imprison’d foe, 

Again pours ruin on the vale brlow. 

Ten thousand swains tlie wasted scene deplore, 

Tliat only future ages can restore. 

Ye monarchs, whom the lure of honour draws, 
Who write in blood the merits of your cause. 

Who strike the blow, then plea(] your own defence, 
Glory your aim, but justice your pretence ; 

Behold in ^Etna’s emhleinatic fires 

The mischiefs your ambitious pride inspires ! 

Fast by the stream that bounds your just domain. 
And tells yon where ye have a right to reign, 

A nation dwells, not envious of your throne, 
Studious of peace, their neighbours’ and their ouni. 
Ill-fiited race ! how deeply must they rue 
Their only crime, vicinity to yon ! 

The trumpet sounds, your legions swarm abroad, 
Through the ripe harvest lies their destined road ; 
At every step beneath their feet they tread 
The life of multitudes, a nation's bread ! 

Earth seems a garden in its loveliest dress 
Before them, and behind a wilderness. 

Famine, and Pestilence, her firstborn son. 

Attend to finish what the sword Ix'gnn ; 

And echoing praises, such as fiends might earn. 
And Folly pays, resound at your return. 

A calm succeeds — but Plenty, witli lua* train 
Of heartfelt joys, succeeds not soon again ; 

And years of pining iudigmice must show 
"What scourges are the gods that rule bs low. 

Yet man, laborious man, by slow degree'--, 

(Such is his thirst of opulence and e;tse,j 
Plies all the sinews of industrious toil, 

(Beans up the refuse of the g<‘iii ral spoM, 

Rebuilds the towers that smoked upon ll'.e plain, 
And the sun gilds the shining spins ngein. 

Increasing commerce and r wiviu/r art 
Renew the (jiiarrel on the con<iU"ror's |':n t : 

And the sad lesson must he learned onec more, 
That wealth -within is ruin at the door. 
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What are ye, monarclis, laiirell’d lieroes, say, 
But iEtiias t)f the siilleriiig world ye sway ? 
Sweet Nature, stripp’d of her embroider’d robe, 
Deplores the wasted regions of her globe ; 

And stands a witness at Truth’s awful bar, 

To prove you there destroyers as ye are. 

Oh place me in some heaven-protected isle, 
Where Peace, and Equity, and Freedom smile 
Where no volcano pours his fiery flood, 

No crested warrior dips his plume in blood; 
Where Power secures what Industry has won ; 
Where to succeed is not to be undone ; 

A land that distant tyrants hate in vain. 

In Britain’s isle, beneath a George’s reign ! 


PAIRING TIME ANTICIPATED. 

A PABLE. 

I SHALL not ask Jean Jacques Rousseau* 

If birds confabulate or no ; 

*Tis clear, that they M ere ahvays able 
To bold (lif conrsc, at least in fable ; 

And e’en the child v/bo knoMs no better 
Than to interpret, by the letter, 

A story of a cock and bull, 

Must have a nu>.it uncommon skull. 

It chanced tlum on a winter's day. 

But wann, and lu-ight, and eulra as May, 

The birds, conceiving a design 
To forestall s>veet St. Valentine, 

In many an oreluird, copse and grove, 

Assembled on atlairs of love. 

And M'itli mueh t>vitter and iimcli chatter 
Began to agitate the matter. 

• It was one of the uhiimical si'eculnf ions of this jiliilo^opluT, 
that all ffil)les wltich a>«'ril>c reason ami speech to animals shouhl 
he Mitliheld from ehihlren, as heiii«f only vehicles of deception. 
But what child was ever deceived by them, or can be, against 
the evidence of his senses ? 
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At length a Bullfinch, ’vvho could boast 
More years and wisdom tlian the most, 

Entreated, opening wide his beak, 

A moment’s liberty to speak ; 

And, silence publicly enjoin’d. 

Deliver d briefly thus his mind: 

My friends ! be cautious how ye treat 
The subject upon wliich ue meet; 

I fear we shall have winter yet. 

A Finch, whose tongue knew no control. 

With golden Aving and satin poll, 

A last year s bird, who ne’er had tried 
What marriage means, thus pert replied : 

Metbinks the gentlennn, quoth she. 

Opposite in the ap[>le tree. 

By his good will would keep us single 
Till yonder heaven and earth shall mingle, 

Or (which is likelier to befall) 

Till deatli exterminate us all. 

I marry Avithout more ado, 

My (K‘ar Diek Redcap, Avluit say you ? 

Dick heard, and tAvoedling, ogling, bridling, 
Turning short round, strutting and sideling, 
Attested, glad, liis approbation. 

Of an immediate conjugation. 

Their sentiments so Avell exi)ressM 
Inihienced mightily the rest. 

All pair’d, and each pair ])uilt a nest. 

But, though the birds AA'ere thus in haste, 

Tlie leaves came on not <]uite so fast. 

And destiny, tlint sometimes bears 
An aspect stern on man’s allairs. 

Not altogether smiled on tlieirs. 

The Avind, of late In-nith -d gently forth, 

Now shifted east, and east l>y north; 

Bare trees and shrul s lait ill, you know, 

Could shelter tlnmi from rain or snow, 

Stepping into their nests, they j)addled, 

Themselves Avere ehill’d, their eggs Avere addled; 
Soon every father hinl and mother 
Grew quarrelsome, and peck’d each other, 
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Parted without the least regret, 
Except that they liad ever met. 

And learn’d in future to be wiser. 
Than to neglect a good adviser. 

MOllAL. 

Misses ! the tale that I relate 
Tliis lesson seems to carry — 
Clioose not alone a proper mate, 
Jjut proper time to marry. 


THE NEEDLESS ALARM. 

A TAf.E. 

There is a field, through which I often pass. 

Thick overs]tread with moss and silky grass, 
Adjoining close to Kilwick’s echoing wood, 

Where oft the hitch-fox hides her hapless brood, 
Reseiwed to solace many a neighhouring sqnire, 

That he may follow them through brake and bricn 
Contusion lutzardiiig of neek, or spine, 

Which rural gentlemen call sport divine. 

A narrow brook, by rushy banks eouceard, 

Runs in a bottom, and divides the field ; 

Oaks intersperse it, that had once a liead, 

But now wear crests of oven- wood instead ; 

And where the land slopes to its watery bourn 
Wide yaM’iisa gulf beside a raggtd llioni ; 

Bricks Tme the sides, but slfner’d long ago, 

And horrid brambles inte* twine below ; 

A hollow scoop'd, i judge, in ancient time, 

For baking earth, or burning rock to lime. 

Not yet the hawthorn bore her berries red, 

With which the fieldfare, wintry guest, is fed ; 

Nor Autumn >et had hrusliM fn)m every spray.. 

With her chill haml, the mellow leaves away ; 

But corn was lumsod, ami beaus were in the stuck. 
Now therefore issued forth the spotted pack, 

With tails liigh mounted, ears hung low, and throats 
With a whole gamut fill’d of heavenly notes, 
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For which, nhis! my destiny severe. 

Though ears she gave me two, gave me no ear. 

The sun, accomplishing his early march. 

His lamp now planted on heaven’s topmast arch. 
When, exercise and air my only aim, 

And heedless whither, to that field I came, 

Ere yet with ruthless joy the happy hound 
Told hill and dale that Reiiard’s track was found, 

Or with tlie high-raised liorn’s melodious clang 
All Kilwick* and all Dinglederry* rang. 

Sheep grazed the fi(‘ld; some with soft bosom press'd 
The herb as soft, while nibbling stray’d the rest; 

Nor noise was heard but of the hasty brook, 
Struggling, detain’d in many a pi‘tly nook. 

All seem’d so peaceful, that from them convey’d. 

To me their peace by kind contagion spread. 

But when the huntsman, with distended cheek, 

’Gan make his instrument of music speak, 

And from within the wood tlint ci*ash Avas heard, 
Though not a liouinl from wdiom it burst appear'd, 

The sheep, recumhent and the sheep that grazed, 

All hudcliiug into phalanx, stood and gazed, 
Admiring, terrified, the novel strain, fagain ; 

Then coursed the field around, and coursed it round 
But recollecting, with a sudden thought, 

’J’liat flight in circles urged bdvauced tJiem nought, 
They gathered close around the ohl pit’s brink. 

And thought again — hut kucAV not what to think. 

The man to solitude accustom’d long. 

Perceives in every thing that lives a tongue ; 

Not animals alone, but shrubs and trees 
Have speecli for him, and understood Avith ease ; 

After long drought, Arhcn rains ahimdant fall, 
lie hears the herlis and flowers rejoicing all ; 

Know's w’hat the freshness of their hue imydies, 

How glad they catch the largess of the skies ; 

But, with precision nicer still, the mind 
lie scans of every locomotive kind ; 


* Two wooils belonging to John Throelvmorton, H-<q. 
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Birdi$ of all feather, beasts of every name ; 

That serve mankind, or shun them, wild or tame j 
The looks and {gestures of their griefs and fears 
Have all articulation in his ears ; 

He spells them true by intuition’s light, 

And needs no glossary to set him riglit. 

This truth premised was needful as a text, 

To win due credence to what follows next. 

Awhile they mused ; surveying every face, 

Thou hadst supposed them of superior race ; 

Their periw'igs of wool and fears comhiiied. 

Stamp'd on eacli countenance such marks of mind, 
That sage they seemM, as lawyers o’er a doubt, 
Which puzzling long, at last they puzzle out; 

Or academic tutors, teaching youths. 

Sure ne’er to want them, mathematic truths ; 

When thus a mutton statelier than the rest, 

A ram, the owes and wethers sad address’d. 

Friends ! we have lived too long. T never hoard 
Sounds such as thes'‘, so worthy to be fear’d. 

Could I believe, that winds for ages pent 
In earth’s dark womb have found at last a vent, 
And from their prison-house below arise, 

With all these hideous howlings to the skies, 

I could be much composed, nor should ai)pear, 

For such a cause, to feel Tlie slightest fear. 
Yourselves have .':een, what time the thunders roll'd 
All night, me resting quiet in the fold. 

Or heard we that tremendous bray alone, 

I conld expound the melancholy tone ; 

Should deem it by our old companion made. 

The ass ; for he, we know, has lattdy stray’d. 

And, being lost, perhaps, and vrandering wide, 
Might be supposed to clamour for a guide. 

But ah ! those dreadful yells what soul eau bear, 
That owns a carcass, anti not quake for fear ^ 
Demons produce them doubtless, brazen-claw ’d 
And fang’d with brass the demons are aliivnl ; 

I hold it therefore wisest and most fit 
That, life to save, w'C leap into the pit. 
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Him answer’d then liis loving mate and true. 

But more discreet than he, a Cambrian ewe. 

How ! leap into the pit our life to save ? 

To save our life leap all into the grave ? 

For can we find it less ? Contemplate first 
The depth how awful ! falling there, we burst ; 

Or should the brambles, interposed, our fall 
In part abate, that happiness -were small ; 

For with a race like theirs no chance I see 
Of peace or ease to creatures elad as we. 

Meantime, noise kills not. Be it Dapple’s bray, 

Or be it not, or be it whose it may. 

And rush those otlicr sounds, that seem by tongues 
Of demons utter’d, from whatever lungs, 

Sounds are but sounds, and, till the cause appear, 

We have at least commodious standing here. 

Come fiend, come fury, giant, monsU'r, blast 
From earth or hell, we can but plunge at last. 

While thus she spake, 1 fainter heard the peals, 
For Rcnard, close attciidt*d at his heels 
By panting dog, tired man, and spatt«*r'd horse. 
Through mere good fortune, took a different course* 
The flock grew calm again, and I, tlie road 
Following, that led me to my own al)ode. 

Much wonder’d that the silly sheep had found 
Such cause of terror in an empty sound, 

So sweet to huntsman, gentleman, and hound, 

MORAL* 

Beware of desperate steps. The darkest day, 

Live till to-morrow, will have pass’d away. 
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Hkre lies, whom hound did ne'er pursue. 
Nor swifter greyhound follow, 

Whose foot ne’er taiuted morning dew. 
Nor ear heard huntsman’s holloo ; 
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Old Tiney, surliest of liis kind, 

Who, nursed with tender care. 

And to domestic bounds confined, 

Was still a wild Jack hare. 

Though duly from rny hand he took 
His pittancoevory night. 

He did it with a jealous look. 

And, when he could, would bite. 

His diet was of wheaten bread, 

And milk, and oats, and straw; 

Thistles, or lettuces instead, 

With sand to scour his maw. 

On twigs of hawthorn he regaled, 

On pippins* russet peel. 

And, when his jnicy salads fail’d, 

Sliced carrot pleased him well. 

' A Turkey carpet was his lawn, 

Whereon he loved to bound, * 

To skip € id gambol like a fawn, 

And swing his rump around. 

His frisking was at evening hours, 

For then he lost his fear. 

But most before approaching showers, 

Or when a storm drew near, 

Eight years and five round rolling moons 
He thus saw steal away. 

Dozing out all his idle noons, 

And every night at play. 

I kept him for his humour’s sake, 

For he would oft beguile 
My heart of thoughts that made it ache, 

And force me to a smile. 

But now beneath his walnut shade 
He finds his long last home, 

And waits, in snug concealment laid. 

Till gentler Puss shall come. 

He, still more aged, feels the shocks. 

From which no care can save, . 

And, partner once of Tiney’s box, 

Must soon partake his grave. 
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